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PTY TO DR. YOUNG. 


I HAVE no deſign i in this Dedication, but to expreſs 

my gratitude for the pleaſure and advantage I have 
received from your POEM on the LAST JUDGEMENT, 
and the PARAaPHRASE n part of the book of Job. 

The author of theſe Letters is above any view of in- 
tereſt, and can have no proſpect of reputation, reſolving 
to be concealed : but if they prove a ferious entertain- 
ment to perſons whoſe leiſure hours are not always in- 


nocently employed, the end is fully anſwered. 


The greateſt nfidel muſt own, there is at leaſt as | 
much probability in this ſcheme, as in that of the FAK 


TALES; which, however viſionary, are ſome of them 
moral and entertaining. 


I am, 
Sir, | 
Your moſt humble i vant, &. 


THE PREFACE. 


| -PHE drift of theſe Letters i is, to impreſs the notion 


of the ſoul's immortality z without which, all vir- _ 
tue and religion, with their temporal and eternal good | 
conſequences, mult tall to the ground. 
Some who pretend to have no ſcruples about the be- 
ing of a God, have yet their doubts about their own. 


eternal exiſtence, though valuable authors abound 3 in 


chriſtian and moral proofs of it. 
But fince no means ſhould be left unattempted 3 in a 
point of ſuch importance, I hope, endcavouring to 


make the mind familiar with the thoughts of our fu- 


ture exiſtence, and contract, as it were unawares, an 


habitual perſuaſion of it, by writings built on that 
foundation, and addreſſed to the affections and imagina- 
tion, will not be thought improper, either as a doctrine 


or amuſement; amuſement, for which the world makes 


by far the largeſt demand, and which, generally ſpeak- 
ing, is nothing but an art of forgetting that immor- 


tality, the firm belief, and adyantageous contemplation 


of w hich, thi 5 amuſement would recommend, 
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reached beyond the grave. 


LETTERS 


DEAD TO THE LIVING. 


— —ũͥAä6äͤ— ¶ —— — - . — — 


To the Earl of R. , from Mi. , who had pro- 


_ mijed to appear to him after his Death. 


THI will find you, my lord, confirmed in your * 


fidelity, by your late diſappointment. It was not 
in my power to give you the evidence of a future ſtate, 


which you defired, and I had raſhly promiſed; but 


ſince this engagement was a ſecret to every mortal 
but ourſelves, you mult be aſſured that this comes 
from your deceated friend, whole friendſhip you fee has 
In my laſt ficknels we fixed on the time and place 
of my appearance; you was punctual to the appoint- 
ment: for though I was not permitted to make myſelf 
viüble, I had the curioſity to know if you had the 


relolution to attend the ſolemnity of a viſit from the 
dead. The hour was come, the clock from a neigh- 
bouring ſteeple itruck ce, no human voice was heard 


to break the awful ſilence: the moon and ſtars ſhone 
clear in their midnight ſplendour, and glimmered 
through the trees, which in lofty rows led to the cen- 


ter of a grove, where I was engaged to meet you, 


I faw you enter the walks, with a carelets incredu— 


lous air, not the leaſt concern or expectation appeared 


in your looks; as if you came there only in regard to 
your own word, and a fort of reipe&t to my memory: 
however, the calmneſs of the night induced you to 
walk till the morning began to break, when you retired, 


Jinging an idle ſong you had got out of the Fairy Tales. 


By the gaiety of your temper you ſeemed pleated, my 
lord, with a new proof againſt a future life, and happy to 


find yourſelf (as you concluded) on a Jevel with the 


{3H CELL, W 5 


1 a: LETTERS, Ec. 
beaſts that periſh.—A glorious advantage! and wor- 


thy of your triumph! 


But we have fo often diſcourſed on this ſubje&, that 
I would not tire you with the repetion of any thing 
paſt ; only once more to make way to your reaſon, by 
moving your paſſions, in recollecting the manner of 


our brother's death, which was all a demonſtration of 
tlie immortality of the ſoul, and to what heights of 


fortitude that proſpect could raiſe the heart of man, at 
the hour of terror, and in the jaws of death. 
With what a ready compoſure did he endure. the vi- 


olence of his diitemper ! with what conviction and full 
aſſurance expect the reward of his piety ! with what 


calmnels, with what a graceful refignation, did he re- 
ceive the ſentence of death, when (at his importunity) 


the phyſicians told him-there were no hopes of his re- 


covery! „Then I have but a few weary ſteps,” he re- 


plied, and the journey of life will be finiſhed.” 


This was not a time for affectation, all was open 
undiſſembled goodneſs, and a true greatneſs of mind: 
nothing elſe could have ſupported him, when every cir- 
cumſtance of life conſpired to allure him back to life, 


to deepen the ſhadows of the graves and make the King 


of terrors more terrible, | 15 
There was not, my lord, among the race of men, a 


more lovely and agreeable perſon than your brother; 
his marriage was juſt concluded with the charming 


Cleora, he had juſt finiſhed a noble ſeat and fine gar- 
dens to receive her. When he was near death,” the 
came at his requeſt to take a laſt and fad farewell; 


angels might have ſorrowed to ſee tears in the brighteſt | 
eyes on earth, while her tenderneſs for him would have 
dilguiſed her anguiſh: this, with the light of a fond 


young ſiſter, fainting i in her woman's arms z your aged 
father ſitting near, lent and ſtupid with his grief: 
what could ſupport the mind of man in ſuch compli- 


_ cated diftreis! the accompliſhed youth, who had all 


that was gentle and humane in his diſpoſition, mult 
have N ſome weakneſs, if he «had not been al- 
C ſilted 
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6 LETTERS. FROM THE . | 
titted Hy a power [uperiot to nature, But how equal, 
now ſteady was his mind! how becoming, how grace- 
ful his own behaviour! never was the laſt, the cloſing 
part of lite, performed with more decency and gran- 
Geur: his reaſon was clear and elevated, and his words 
were the very laugus ige of immortality, and excited at 
the ſame time both Pity and che in thoſe that were 
ear hun, 
W. hen the cold weats hung on his brows, and his 


oreath and tpecca tailed, joy trug gled through the de- 


cay of nature, and a heavenly ſmile fat on his face; a 
{nile that at once c. ompelled our tears, and accuſed u 
of weaknets in them. 
on, "I lord, attended him to the jaſt moment of 
life; and when I preſſed this argument of a N mate, 
vou confeſſed, that though you ta ought religion a do 
lufion, it was the molt a gretable deluſion in the wad, 
and that men who flattered t re vicives with thoſe gay 
Viſions, had much the advantage of thote that jaw no- 
thing before them but a 9 6 y uncertainty, or the 
areadiul hope of an annihilation. | | 
From this uncertainty I was very folicitous io draw 
you, while I was in a mortal ſtate; but, I have now a 
more ardent deſire to Convince you, though I cannot 
obtain the per miſſion to give you that evidence you re- 
queſted: however, this lettei may latisty you that I 
am in a ſtate of exi! QUIT nor is an e from 
the dead a greater miracle than à va wiety of objects that 
daily ſurroun * „ou, and owe tlie loſs of their effect to 
your familiar! ity with tom. | | | 
Happy minds in this {aperior fate are ſtill con- 
cerned for the welfare of metals, and make a thouland 
Kind viſits to their friends; to whom, if the laws of 
the immaterial world did wo torbid, it would be caiy 
to make them'elyes viſible, by the lplendor of their own 
vehicles, and the command t] der have on the pow ers of 
material things, and the organs of fight: it often {eems 
miracle to us, that you do not e us; for we 
| ale 
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DEAD TO THE LIVING. 7 
are not ab{nt from you by places, but by the different 
conditions of the /ates we are in. 
You will find this in your cloſet, and may be . 
ſured it comes from your conflaut aud immortal frien 
„ | CREE 
| LE 3-2 6 M0 | 
From a Geiiieman wha died at Conflantinople, to his 
Priend in Eng 20 ang i, giving bim an Account of his Death. 
OUR not bearing from me, my dear Beviiie, has 
given you too many diimal appi chen tons about the 


manner of my death; and the engagements of a ge- 


nerous triendinp, w bick are not extingulliicd with the 
breath of life, oblige ime to. give you this ſatisfaction, 


1 8 a W ſtay at Conftartinople than I in 


tended, and there it pleated heaven that 1 ſhould reſign 
my lite, which for tome months gradually declined, 


but without any vichent or as ditorder, or 1 | 


the ast app Fenenhon that my dilttemper was fatal: but 
my days were nun b. Ted, and when the deſtinzd hour 


drew near, after a; fiecnie's night, I roſe with the fun; 


and as 1 had never Teak lo ill as to confine mylelf, I 
ſought ſome retreſhment in one of thoſe delicious gar- 


dens that adorn the ſhore of the Bol phorus. 

Atter a ihort walk I found my {pirits finking, and 
retiring to a cath adde, I threw myſelt on a flow— 
ery bunk for lome refreſhment; a gentle flumber ſoon 
cloled my Eyes, which was thrice broken by what-I then 


thought an imagins ury call; the voice pe rlectly reſem- 


bled that of the charming Almeria's, whats death, you 
know, was the occaſion of my travels. I was now per- 
fectly awake, and liitening to hear the gentle ſummons 
again; but found I had neither frength to riſe, nor 


power to call alli lance; an icy coldneis {topped the 


ſprings of life, and after a little ſtruggle, my fpirit 
got unburdened of its clay 3 the curtain fell, and the 
inviſible world appeared. The firſt gentle ſpirit that 
welcomed me to thete new N was the lovely Al- 
meria; but bow dazzling! how divinely fair ! extaly 
1 


e ! 


mi! 


8 | LETTERS FROM THE 
ſinile! her mien and aſpect more ſoft and propitious 
than ever was feigned by poets of their Goddels of 
Beauty and Love; what was airy fiction there, was here 
all tranſporting reality. With an inimitable grace ſhe 
received me into her æthereal chariot, which was ſpark- 
ling ſapphire ſtudded with gold; it rolled with a ſpon— 
tancous motion along the heavenly plains, and ſtopped 
at the morning ſtar, our deſtined habitation. But how 

ſhall 1 deſcribe this fair, this fragrant, this enchanting 
land of love! the delectable vales and flowery lawns, 
the myrtle ſhades and roſy bowers; the bright caſcades 


and chryſtal rivulets rolling over orient pearls and 


ſands of gold, which here ſpread their filent waves 
into broad traniparent lakes, ſmooth as the face of 
heaven, and there break with rapid force through arch- 
ing rocks of diamond and purple amechyit: plants of 
immortal verdure creep up the ſparkling cliffs, and 
adorn the proſpect with unſpeakable variety. 1 
On, my Beville! could I lead you through the lux- 
urious bowers and toft receſſes, where pleaſure keeps 
its eternal teſtivals, and revels with guiltleſs and un- 
moleſted freedom! whatever can raiſe deſire, whatever 
can give delight, whatever can ſatisfy the foul in all 
the boundlets capacities of joy, is found here! every 
wiſh is repleniſhed with full draughts of vital pleaſure, 
ſuch as elevate angelic minds, and gratify the nobleſt 
facujtics of immortal ſpirits. Oh, Beville, my Al- 
meria is as much {ſuperior to her former ſelf here, as 
I thought her ſuperior to the reſt of her ſex upon 
earth. 8 „ | a 
| „% ALT AMo Nr. 
))ͥͤ a — 

To the Counteſs of -------, from her only Son, abo died 
OED: awhen he was tawo Years old, © EE 
VoOUR grief is an allay to my happineſs: the only 
ſentiment my infant ſtate was conſcious of, was a 
fondneſs for you, which was then pure inſtinct and na- 
tural ſympathy, but is now gratitude and filial affec- 
tion. As ſoon as my ſpirit was releaſed from its un- 
| OO e b eaſy 


” 7 . — appr . * : 


vr” w 


DEAD TO THE LIVING, 0 
exfy confinement, I found myſelf an active and reaſon- 
able being: I was traniported at the advantage and ſu- 
perior manner of my exiſtence: the firſt reflection I 


made was on my lovely benefactor, for I knew you in 


that relation in my infant ſtate; but I was ſurpriſed to 
ſee you we-ping over the little breathleſs form from 
which I thought myſelf ſo happily delivered, as if you 
had lamented my eicape. The fair proportion, the agi- 
lity, the ſplendour of the new vehicle that my ſpirit 


no informed, was ſo bloſt an exchange, that I Won- 


dered at your grief; for I was ſo little a acquainted with 


the difference of nterial and immaterial bodies, that 


I thought myſelf as viſible to your fight as you was to 
mine: I was exceedingly moved at your tears, but. 
was ignorant why, unleſs becauſe yours was the moſt 
beautiful face, next my guardian angel's, I had ever 


ſeen, and that you reſembled ſome of the gay forms 


that uſed to recreate my guiltleſs ſlumbers, and {mile 
on me in gentle dreams: I was then ignorant of your 
maternal relation to me, but remembered that you had 
been my refuge in all the little diſtreſſes of which I had 
but a faint notion. I left you unwillingly iu the height 
of your calamity, to follow my radiant guide to a place 
of tranquility and joy, where I met thouſands of happy 


_ ſpirits of my own order, who informed me of the hi- 
| tory of my native world, for whoſe inhabitants I have 


a peculiar benevolence, and cannot belp intereſting my- 
ſelf in their welfare: but as I never diſcerned between 
good and evil, nor experienced the motives that go- 


verned the race. of men, I am, 1 confels, aſtoniſhed at 


their conduct, and find their joys and ſorrows to be all 
ſtrange and unaccountable. J have made viſits to the 
lower world ſince my deceate ; the firſt that I made was 
from a tender curioſity to know it you was fatisfied 
with the diſpoſal of Heaven in my early fate; but I 


was ſurprited to find, after feveral months were paſt, 


your grief oppreſſed every thought, and clouded all the 
joys of your life, which made me very inquilitive into 


my own hiſtory, I aſked the celeſtial who was your 


attendant, 


. LETTERS FROM THE | 
attendant, why I was ſo much lamented, and of what 
conſequence my lite would have been. to the public or 


my own family, fince thoſe fair eyes were yet drowned 


in tears for one that had made ſuch a ſhort and inſigni- 


ficant appearance below. As for the public, the gen- 


tle miniſter told me there was a hazard, IJ might have 
proved a bleſſing or curſe? but that 1 was the only 


hope of an illuſtrious family, and heir to a vaſt eſtate and 


diſtinguiſhed title; and pointing to a coat of arms, 
told me that was the badge of my dignity; the noble 
teat we had in view, with the gardens, fields, the 
woods and parks that ſurrounded it, were all my en— 


_ tailed poſſeſſion. A goodly poſſeſſion!' I replied, 
© and proper for the four-tooted animals that I behold 


feeding on the verdant paſture!* but of what ule thele 


fields and woods had been to one that had an immortal 


ſpirit, I cannot conceive ; and for a title, what happi- 
neſs could an airy ſyllable, an empty found, bring 
with it? The coat of arms I took for ſuch a toy, that 
if burleſque had not been beneath the dignity of an 
angel, I ſhould have thought the mentioning it a ridi- 
cule on mortal men. I cannot conceive wherein the 
charm, the gratification of theſe things confiſt: if I 


were poſſeſſed of the whole earthly globe, what uſe 


could I make of this groſs element, the dregs of the 


creation? I have no dependence on water, or fire, or 


earth, or air: tis. unintelligible to me, that hills and 


| walled. trees and rivers, the mines and caverns under 


their feet, any more than the clovds that fly over their 
heads, ſhould be the wealth of reaſonable creatures: 
they may keep their poſſeſſions unenvied by me; I am 
glad I did not live long enough to make to wrong 

a judgment, nor to acquire a reliſh for ſuch low en- 


3 joyments. I am ſo little concerned for the loſs of 


ſuch an inheritance, that if the black prince of the 
airy regions claimed my ſhare, I would not diſpute his 
title, though he is my averſion and your foe. 

So ſuperior, Madam, are my preſent circumſtances 
to that of the greateſt monarch under the ſun, that all 


ear . 


„ ůœ᷑ ] ERS 


which you lately beſtowed on me. 
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DEAD TO THE LIVING, 11 
earthly grandeur is pageantry and farce, compared to 
the real, the innate dignity which I now poſlels : 1 am 
advanced to celeſtial glory, and triumph 1 in the heights 
of immortal lite and pleaſure, whence pity falls on the 
kings of the earth, 

If you could conceive my happineſs, inſtead of the 
mournful lolemnity with which you interred me, you 
would have celebrated my funeral rites with ſongs and 
feſtivals: inſtead of the thoughtleſs thing you lately 
{miled on, and careſſed, I am now in the perfection ot 


my being, in the elevation of reaſon; inftead of a lit- 


tle extent of land, and the propriety of fo much tpace 


to breathe in, I tread the ſtarry pavement, make the 


circuit of the jkies, and breathe the air of paradile: 1 
am ſecure of eternal duration, and independent but on 


the Almighty, whom I love and adore, as the foun- 


tain of my being and bleſſedneſs. 
Pardon me, Madam, 'tis you now ſeem the in! nfant, 
and I repay you that ſuperior regard and tenderneſs 


Napctssus, 
© E 11 1 R IV. 


To "y Lord , from a young Lady WH9 vas in a 


Convent at Florence. 

MY lord, finding materials in your cloſet, I took 
the opportunity of your abſence to give you this 
intelligence of my death: the hand will convince you 

that it comes from your once loved Ethelindz. 
I lived but a few weeks after you left Italy, ſuch 
was the excels of my grief, though a ſtrict modeſty 
ſtill forced me to conceal my unhappy paſſion from the 
moit intimate companion I had; atter I had diſcovered 
it to you, I durſt confeſs the guilty ſecret to none but 


the compaſſionate and forgiving powers above, who aſ- 


ſiſted my weakneſs, and confirmed my reſolution never 


-t0 comply with any of thoſe ſchemes you propoled to 
free me from my confinement. You had indeed con- 


vinced me that the vows I had made were ralh and un- 


commanded ! bit oh! it was paſt 3 ſaints and angels 


heard 
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heard it, the all-ſeeing ſkies were invoked to witneſs 


the chaſte engagement; it was ſealed above, and en- 
tered in the records of Heaven. Thus hopeleſs was 
my pathon! perjury and ſacrilege ſtood in all their hor- 
rors before me, ruin and eternal perdition were betwixt 
us: and yet that I loved you, my Lord, I had too 
often ſubſcribed to that loft confeſſion to leave you any 


doubt of it; nor was the tender frailty without excule, 
if all the merit man could boaſt, if every grace that 


nature could give, or gentle art improve, deterved dif- 
tinction; it had been a crime to have been intentible 
in any circumſtance but mine. — Strange circumſtance! 
that could make it virtue to look coldly on yu. 
There was the emphaſis of my miſery, mine was a 
heart devoted to ſuperiour ardours, and ſacred to Hea- 
ven alone! that Heaven, which 1s my impartial judge 
and witneſs how ſincerely I firove to blot you from 
my foul, But neither reafon, nor the niceſt ſenſe of 


| honour, nor even devotion, could aſſiſt me; ſtill you 


returned on my imagination triumphant in all your 


charms : hopeleſs of the conquelt, I gave myſelf up to 


grief and deipair, retolving never to attempt my eicape 
from the holy retreat to which my vows bad confined 
me, but rather to fall a victim to the ſacred names 
of chaſtity and truth. Heaven accepted the ſacrifice, 
and death, my kind deliverer, at once releafed me from 
milery and mortality; the chryſtal gates opened a 
ſpacious entrance, and the bleſt immo: tals received me 
into the manſion of life and blils. 


Whatever was feigned of Elytan fields, and Cy prian : 


groves, is here without deluſion ſurpaſſed 3 thele are 
the imperial ſeats, the native dominions of Love; here 
his holy torch flamed out with propitious tplendor, and 
bis golden ſhatts are dipped in immortal joys: here 


are no vows that tear us from our wiſhes, no conflict. 
betwixt paſſion and virtue; what we like we admire, 


what we admire we enjoy, nor is it more dur happi— 

neſs than commendation ſo to do. 

"Fi unhappy W which was my torment and 
| crime, 


r $995 7s 0, er 23 REP 


- 
* 


A e 


DEAD TO THE LIVING | 17 
crime, is now my glory and my boaſt: nothing ſelfiſh 
or irregular, nothing: that needs reftraint or diſguiſc, 
mingles with the noble ardour; 'tis all calm and bene— 
ficent, becF&ning the dignity of realon, and the gran- 
deur of an immortal mind, and is as laſting as its e- 
ſence: when the lamps of haven are quenched, when 
the ſun has burnt out its ſplendor, this divine principle 
ſhall ſhine with undiminiſhed luſtre, the joy and tri- 
umph of the heaveniy nations. The ee 1 love 


my Lord, dwells in Haven, its ſhadow only is to %s 
ound upon earth. PE bby 
| „ T NN. | 
To 6 


V OU remember, as we were on a clear ſummer even- 

ing ga lMzing on the beauty of the ſtars, I promiicd, 
i you 16 rvived me, to gire you an account of. the Pla- 
netarv worlds, and their inhabitants: I nave not made 
| 1e Ries, but will, if 1 can, delcribe 
tovou the laſt of thele novelties in which I entertained 


Imylelf. It Was in a regie m iimmenſe ſpaces diſtant from 
(hat ſyttem which 's nlightes 5 by vour ſun, and 
created numberlels ages "Da e the toundations of the 


ealth were laid; an Fg th e meaſure thereof defcribed be- 
tore the > day- loring Knew its place, and the bounds of 
Aarknels were 0 1ed 5 hetore man was formed of 
tas an and the Almighty vreatned into him a 
living foul: an enmeatur. bl eden before this, the 
mümited Creator had made : and propied mittions of 


1011088 worlds. The bab itants ot this which TI am 
1 ſtood their probation, are confirmed in 
tacir original rectitude, but wal. never be admitted 
into the Empyrean leaven, being incapuble of that ſu- 
pieme degree of h. appinels which ang tels and the ſpirits 
ot jult men attain: however they are ö Exempt trom all 


evil, bleſt to the height of their faculties and concep- 


ions, and: are petviteged e with immortality. TRE [&- 
> 


Hence may properly he cal 0 the N anted World; 


ate ver you have heard 1 bled of airy tcenes,. of 85 


cal eto, and palaces riſing to magie. pe 1s $.al 
TM 


ral 


14 | LETTERS FROM THE 
real here, and performed by the eaſy and natural opera- 
tions of theſe active ſpirits, I have in an inſtant ſeen 
palaces aſcending to a majeſtic height, ſparkling as the 
itars, and tranſparent as the unclouded ether : I might 
deſcribe them like the courtly prophet 3 © Their walls 


were fair colours, their foundation ſapphire, the win- 


dows of agate, and the gates of carbuncle.“ Their mate- 
rials here are all glittering and refined, not like the 
carthly globe, dark and heavy. "Theſe ztherials are 
the niceſt judges of ſymmetry and proportion, and by 
the diſpolition of light and ſhade, and the mixture of a 


thouland dazzling colours, form the moſt charming 


proſpects: they have ſuch a command and knowledge 


of the powers of nature, that in an inſtant they raiſe a 


variety of ſylvan ſcenes, and carry the perſpective 
through verdant avenues and flowery walks, to an un- 


mealurable length ; while living fountains caſt up their 


filver ſpouts, and form glittering arches among the 
trees, of growth and verdure not to be expreſied. _ 

They are acquainted with all the utmoſt myiteries 
of found, and are poſſeſſed with the very foul of har- 
mony ; art is theirs in all its changing notes, its blan- 
diſhments and graces; whatever nature can boaſt in her 


wild licentious charms, is governed by them: the 


winding vales, the ſtreams and groves, breathe muſic 
at their command: the nightingale and dying ſwan 


feem to complain ta gentle zephyrs &hiſpering through 


the trees, while a thouſand airy ſongſters warble to the 
meaſured fall of high caſcades; which by intervals 
linking into a deep ſilence, after a gracetul pauſe, ſhrill 
iecorders and ſilver trumpets found, while harmlets 
thunders roll ahove, and break with a glorious folem- 


nity: ſtill the bliſsful tempeſt riſes, and (wells the 


mind to facred grandeur, and feraphic elevation; till 
ſubdued and melted into foftnels by the melody of 
tunctul reeds, waärbling lutes, and tweet enchanting 


voices of the Lycian train. 


The language of this charming region is pertectly 


_ anfical and elegant, and becoming the fair inhahi— 


rants, 
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tants, who are freſh and roſy as the opening morning, 
clear as the meridian light, and fragrant as the breath 
of jeſſamin, or new-blown roſes: how exquiſitely . 
portioned their ſhapes! their aſpect how traniporting 
how gentle, how charming beyond all the race of mor- 
tal men! never did the eye. lids of the morning open on 
ſuch perfection; never did the ſun, ſince firſt it jour- 

eyed through the ſkies, behold fuch beauty; nor can 
human fancy, in its moſt 9 Ries conceive 
fuch amiable wonders. 

Perhaps, in all my planetary rambles, T thall not be 
able to give you an account of any objects more ſur- 
prizing : but while Jam permitted, I ſhall continue 
my intelligence to the moſt agreeable friend I had on 
earth ; and be aſſured, when you are releaied from mor- 
tality, you will meet, in ſpite of diſtance of time and 
place (thoſe mortal foes to love upon earth) your con- 

P aut and unchanged | Junius, 
. 3 E R VI. 
2 X 
NIV dear filter, though the engagenients of Nature 
are cancelled, the ſuperior obligations of virtue 
remain in their full force. You have been faithful to 
my memory, and the ſtrict rules of piety; though it 
has proved of fatal conſequence to the unhappy man 
wito was lately my hutband, and by that relation a 
brother to you: with inward grief and compallion, I 
ſaw the guilty inclination, but never uttered the leaſt 
complaint, nor gave him one uneaty moment: I knew 
your mind as fauitlets as your tom, and ſaw you go- 
verned in all your conduct by conſcious hunour, and 
unblemiſhed virtue: envy itlelt could not have re- 
proached you with the lealt deviati rom modefty and 
truth; nor was the promiſe 1 ach have extorted from 
the guilty youth on my death bed, the effect of jea- 
louſy, but a kind deſigu to reclaim him, and tree you 
from his importunity, if 1 could have engaged him, 
as I deſired, not to converic with you after my deceaſe; 
but he was fincere enough to retuie me, and as ſoon as 


on gs 3 \ | a flight 
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a ſlight formality would ſuffer him, he purſued his in- 


ceſtudüs paſſion. Your obſtinate repulies had at laſt 
the tragical effect J expected: from the moment that 


he heard the day of your marriage witi the illuſtrious 


Montandre was ſet, he reſolved on the unnatural tact; 


and never was ſelf- murder performed in a more calm and 
deliberate manner : he ſpent part of the evening with two 
of his friends, men of wit and learning; his ditcourſe 


with them was all intended to prove the right a man has 
to W of his life, and put an end to his being when 
it was rather his burthen chan happineſs. He returned 


to his houſe at a more early hour than uſual, and re- 
tiring to his chamber, called for a young and only 
daughter that I had left him; taking her in his arms, 
while the lovely infant ſmiled on him. tears dr opped 
from his eyes: when he would have bieſſed it, the un- 


believing prayer faultered on his tongue; and deliver- 
ing the child to its nurſe, he ordered his ſervants to 


deny him to all company. As ſoon as he was alone, 


he wrote that moving letter, which you received; when 
he had finiſhed and tealed it, he took a Lucretius from 
the table, and read and pauſed by intervals; at laſt, 
looking on his watch, juſt at two he faſtened his cham- 


ber-door, and drew his word, repeating the tollowing 


lines, which I wiſh had never been Walls: 3 as I aſſure 


you does the author of them too: 


Here's a quick relief 

To all thy vain imeginery grief! 

For thou ſhalt ſlecp, and never wake again, 
And, quitting life, ſhait quit thy living pain; 
The wal that can befal thee, mcaſur'd right, 


Is a ſound flamber and a long good night. 
Then directing the point exactly to his heart, he fell 


on his word, and immediately expired; and left a 


tender orplan friendlels and expoſed. This is the mo- 
tive of my writing to you, that you would take the 


charge of her education, and protect her infant inno- 
cence, Be furs to perform this generous office, as you 


would proſper, and be yourlelt eee in any of the 
calamities 
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calamities of human life. By defiring you to make all 


poſſible proviton. for her happi nets, L preſent you with 

an opportunity of promoting your own. | 
AMANDA, 

LET TE R VII. 
„ N - | 

M Y dear Emilia, it will be impoſſible for me to give 
you the intelligence I promiicd from the vifible 
regions, unlels I could tranſlate the language of Paradiſe 
into that of mortals : for here are a thuuiand beauties 


unrevealed, and a thouſand delights unnamed among 


the race of men; we drink at the fountain head of 


happineſs, and hathe in the rivers of immortal plea- 


ſure; the {prightly hours dance along, crowned with 
love and unutterable extaſy. | 

You were witneis to my dying agony, I faw your 
laſt kind tears, and gave up my breath in your arms. 
But how changed was the ſcene in a moment! from the 


gloom and horror of a death bed, to the miles and 
tongs of angels, who conducted me to the ætherial 


heights! a thouſand dazzling wonders met my view, 


the than in pomp untolded their glories, the Para- 


diſe of God opened before me in all its blitsful and 


trantporting ſcenes! the happy grove flood crowned 


with unfading verdure: the lucid currents danced along 
over ſands of gold; the charming bowers diſplayed 
their ever-blooming pride, and breathed ambroſia; the 


| palaces of the heavenly powers aſcended with exquiſite 


magnificence, ſparkling tar beyond all the glories of 
the lower ſkies, and reſounded with the voice of feſti- 
vity and joy. | 

The firſt gentle olrls that welcomed me to theſe 
happy manſions, was your charming brother, gay as 


the cherubin; the heavenly loves and graces triumphed 


in all his form, vital pleaſure danced in his eyes, lite 


and celeſtial bloom iat ſmiling on his face, a wreath 


of unfading flowers circled his head, and a golden lute 
was in his hand, whole harmony, joined to his melting 
voice, tar ſurpaſſed all deſcription, That, tender in- 


3 | nocent 
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necent paſſion I had long conceived for him, kindled 
at the firſt interview, and has taken eternal er 
of my dul. 

But how ſhall T make you ſenſible of what an an- 

gel's flowing ſong, in all the pomp of heavenly har- 
mony, w would not fully deter ibe! in what figures of 
celeftial eloquence ſhall I relate the loves of immortal 
ſpirits; or tell you the height, the extent, the fuinels 
of their bliſs! all the ſoft engagements on earth, the 
tender ſympathies, and the matt holy union that na- 
ture knows, are but taint ſimilitudes for the ſanctity 
and grandeur of theſe divine enjoy ments: hope and 
langui ſhing expectation are no more, and all deſire is 
Joſt in Full and complete fruition: love reigns in eternal 
triumph, here it governs Tre heart, and dwells on 
every tongue. 


They tune their golden harps to the great name 
Of love, immortal love, their darling theme; 
Ten thouſand echoes thro” the lightſome plains 
Repeat the clear, the ſweet mclodious ftroms ; 

The fields rejoice, the fragrant groves around 
Bloſſom atreſh at their enc ont ing ound; 

The heav'n of heav'ns from dazzling heights above 
Returns the name, and hails the power of love. 


But oh! when the fair face of Eternal Love unveils 
its original glories, and appears in the perkes tion of 
uncreated beauty, how. wondrous! how inettable the 
vifion! fulnels of joy is in his preſence, raptore and 
inexpreſſible extaſy: the faireſt jeraph ftops his lute, 
and with a graceful pauſe confeiles the ſubject too great 
for his molt exalted ſtrain. How impetuoufſly do the 
ſtreams of immortal joy roll in, and enlarge the facul- 
ties of every heavenly mind! 

Ye ſacred myſteries, unrevealed to men, ye 45 ies, 
unprofaned by mortal eyes, forgive the bold attempt 
that would deſcribe you!—the only delcription that 
mortals can reccive of you is, that you are not to be 
deleribed. DIA. 


LETTER 
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WW HEN you had jutt made me © happy , and rewarded 
the molt tender paſſion in the world with the poſ- 
ſeſſion of your charts, I was compelled to make a 
voyage to Spain: you faw the inward Aue of my 
ſoul, and that T muſt ſuffer the anguiſh of death in 
leaving you, when you ſurpried me with the unexpected 
generous offer, to follow me through 4:1 the dangers of 
the teas; charmed with the propotal I took: you at 
your word, and rafhly ventured my darling treaſure to 
the hazards of a voyage: I loſt my life in your defence 
againſt an Algerine Corſair; the cauſe was juſt, and 
met with its approbation in the ſeats of peace and 
happineſs; tor my own lot, I could not wiſh it more 
advantageous z and for yours, ſach virtue in diſtreſs 
will be the peculiar care of Heaven, The barbarian 
that made you bis prize, treated you with an unaccul- 
tomed gentleneſs; nor has the illuftrious Bait: that 
ran{omed you out of his power at an immenſe price, 
given you the leaft occaſion of reproach ; in the height 
of his paiſion, he has always oblerved even the ſanc- 
| tity of the Chriſtian rules, and treated you with a ſub- 
_ mithon very different from the principles and cuſtoms 
of his country, Though he has courted you to increale 
the number of his wives, he ſeems to have ſuch an ab- 
folute command of him'clt, even in the warmth of his 
youthtul defires, that you need fear no violence from 
the generous Infidel : but ſhould the worſt you imagine 
arrive, Heaven has a thouſand ways to protect your 
innocence: depend on that, and let not the extrava- 
gance of your grief periuade. you, that it is Iawtul to 
tree vourtelf by the fatal opiate which you keep for 
that deſign, The heavenly g nit that attend you have 
my 1 thouſand impreſſions on your fleeping tancy, to 
arn You from the delperate attempt: ſometimes you. 
have breen led through the defolate ſhades, where un- 
h happy ghoſts complain; the gloomy caverns, the abodes 
of eternal horror, have been opencd to your view: lome- 
times 
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times the rewards of patience and conſtant virtue have 
diſplayed their glories to your plealed imagination 
and by the (oft inſpiring whiſpers of celeſtial beings, 
your reſtleſs thoughts have been compoled, while the 
realms of joy have untolded their delights in viſionary 
proſpects to you: by heavenly ſcenes and gentle flum- 
bers, your griefs were calmed, the tempeſt of your paſſions 
ſuſpended : then quietly attend the event, and the gentle 
Calicara will find a way to free you. Pill Abubecar ſaw 
you, ſhe was his darling ſlave; and as he is handſome to 
admiration, ſhe loved and renounced the Chriſtian Faith 
for him: but ſtill the fair apoſtate, in her heart, adores 
the name which her tongue has denied. This, though 
you are her rival, fills her fou] with the ſofteſt compaſ- 
ſion for you, and makes her abhor the taſk that her in- 
ſolent maſter has impoſed, of perſuading you to quit 
the poſſeſſion of the heavenly truth, which is your hap- 
pineſs and glory: ſhe is ſo far from giving you that in- 
ternal counſel, that ſhe has with tears and intreaties 
perſuaded you to die, rather than abandon your glo- 
110us hopes, and title to immortality ; nor will ſhe reſt 
till the has by ſome means or other ſecured you from 
Abubecar's importunity, of complying with which ſhe 
has experienced the deluſive and bitter conſequence. _ 
Your coldneſs and averſion, with the aſcendant her 
wit and vivacity has on his temper, will ſoon recover 
the youthful wanderer, and reſtore her to an abſolute 
empire over him; and then you are ſecure of a guiltleſs 
protection, till you can give your friends in England 
intelligence of your circumſtances, who will ſoon pay 
your ranſom, which no one can for virtue Joſt. | 
In the mean time, if you love my memory, moderate 
the excels of your grief for my, death, which, how- 
ever tragical it appeared, was glorious and happy for 
me: I fell in the ardour of a brave action, in the de- 
_ fence of your beauty and liberty, and my own life: the 
wounds I received gave a free paſſage to my ſoul, which 
took its flight with no other regret than that of parting 
With you, if it may be called a ſeparation; for I have 
„ 8 5 : | been 


* 

1 
* 
i 
1 
* 

l 

oy 
{ 
2 


DEAD TO THE LIVING. 2 
been your conſtant attendant in my inviſible flate, your 
unlcen companion in the beautitul walks and bowers, 
where you lo frequently ipend your hours of retirement, 
I ſhould with pleaſure hear you repeat my name, as I 
otien do, and in the ſolteſt language exprels the con- 
ſtancy 07 a virtuous pafſion, could you reſtrain thoſe 
floods of tears, and be more reſigned to the will of 


Heaven: but let this aſſure you, that I am in the height 


of h:ppinets, and when your own life is finiſhed, 


we ſhail meet to part no more; which cireumſtance, 
though vou, through your partiality tor me, may too 


highly value, believe me, you will find it by much the 


ſmalleſt blelling of this place, a AulNrOR. 
LE E Zi TX; 
To SY 


Fol the fragrant bowers, 6 ever 3 fields, 

and lightlome regions of the morning ar, I wiſh 
health and every bleſſing to the a, Sylvia, the 
bictiing of the earth! 

I have a tecrct to reveal to you, of the greateſt im- 
portance to your preſent and future happineſs. You 
are as much a ſtranger to your own rank and circum- 
ſtances as I was to mine, till I came here, where I met. 
a fair ſpirit, who informed me, that when ſhe was a 
mortal, I was her ſon, and not the heir of the Earl 
e „as was ſuppolcd z and that the Lord 
is your own brother. It is neceffary that you ſhould 
know and ditcover this to him, which will prevent that 
Innocent fondneſs, which he now indulges for you, 


trom gro ving into a guilty paſhon. 


You have been educated only as a dependant on the 


noble tamily you are in, and as a companion to the 


young ladies, who are really your ſiſters. The myltery 
18 this: my lord, your father, had feveral daughters 
ſucceſſively by the counteſs, your mother, but no law- 
ful heir, which made him fond of a natural ton that he 


had by a miſtreſs : his affectlon for him was lo extra- 


vagant, that he contrived to ſettle his eſtate on him: 
this gave your mother ſuch auxiety; that her jealouly 


ang 
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and averſion to the youth put her on this raſh deſign, 
when ſhe was with child, to exchange it, if it proved a 
daughter. My mother, who was married out ot her ſer- 
vice, and in whom ſhe could entirely confide, was with 
child of me at the fame time: their time of delivery 
was very near together, my mother had a ſon and you 
proved a daughter; the affair was managed with ſuch 
dexterity, that 1 was exchanged, and paſſed without 
ſuſpicion for the counteſs's fon, and you was received 
by my mother, and ſuppoſed to be her daughter. 
Within a year the countets had really a ſon; but ſhe 
dying as ſoon as the was delivered, the ſecret was un- 
diſcovered. . . f 

I lived a guiltleſs impoſtor till I was ten years old, 
when a ſudden decay withered my tender bloom; but 
as I had been bred in the ſtricteſt notions of piety and 
truth, without any childiſh prejudices or flaviſh fears, 
I expected my approaching end, whillt death made his 
_ adyances armed with a golden headed dart; 1 had no 
_ notions of miſery, all my expectations were bright, 
though imperfect, of ſome Paradiie beyond the grave; 
and cloſing my eyes, I tell afleep, and waked to im- 
mortal life and happinets : all that was paſt looked like 
a dream, like an airy image, of 1 know not what: 
ſome notion J had of a God, and my dependence on 
him; but how different from the illumination that 
broke in on my ſoul the moment it threw olf its mortal 
veil! it was then I began to live and reflect; it was 
then I found myſelf a rational being, and looked back 
with contempt on the inſignificant part J had been act- 

ing: the memory of my original follies, the chiidiſh 
baubles and toys that had juſt before been my diverhon 
would have given me ſome coniution, if my cate had 
been ſingular; but I met thouſands of gay tpirits 
newly releaied, who had performed their ſhort tatk, and 
finiſhed their trifling farces of life; at the ſame time 
| tran{ported at their preſent ſuperior circumſtances, they 
made the molt agreeable feflections on their paſt ſtate: 
what grandeur, what vivacity, what enlargement ot 

1 | 0 | their 
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their intellectual powers! how ſparkling, how refem- 
bling the angels of God, their forms! while a perfect 
conſciouſneſs, and exact remembrance of what they 
were but a few moments paſt, raiſed their joy and 
3 to the height, and recommended Heaven it- 
telt 

There was one circumſtance i in my early death that 
makes me look on it as a p:cvliar favour, in that 1. 
was removed, by the juſt diſpenſation of Heaven, trom 
the poſſeſſion of what is, in the ſtricteſt equity, your 
brother's right: this reflection, from a principle of 
juſtice and truth, gave me an ineffable fatisfaction 
tince, if I had lived, I had been the unkappy, though 
innocent, uſurper of a rank and inheritance, to which 
J had not the leaſt real title. This, with a thouſand 


other advantages, makes me bleſs the period that freed 
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me from mortality; that happy moment that delivered 
me from ignorance and vanity; from the errors, the 
guilt, the miſeries of human life; from which, though 
I had but little experience, I am now fully informed 
of the ſtate of my fellow creatures, and with what 
toil and hazard a . courſe of years had been at- 
tended. | 
I remember no engagement to the world, but my af- 

fection for you; nor has death effaced the tender im- 
preſſion; but what was then a natural ſympathy, is 
now a rational eſteem: I view with pleaſure your grow- 
ing virtue, and frequent my native world for your ſake. 
There was ſomething perfectly engaging in the guilt- 
leſs ſorrow you expreſſed in my ſickneſs; and when my 
eyes were cloſed in death, you would have watched the 
breathleſs clay, in hopes to wake me from the fata! 
lumbers again; nor could the gloomy ſolemnity of a 
doom of ſtate deter you from paying your vitits to the 
ent reliques. If any thing could have tempted me 
i» wuh myſelf a mortal again, it would have been the 
tender tears you ſhed for me. The only intervals of 
numan life I review with pleaſure, are the hours ] 
ipent with you: this gentle pale was the ſtamp ot 

Heaven 


— — — 
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Heaven On my ſoul, the firſt ſoft impreſſion it received; 

and it gains new evergy in thete happy regions, of pure 
beneficence and love. This gives me a conſtant ſolici- 
tude, while I lee you on the borders of ſuch a tempta- 
tion: you are yet periectly guiltleſs, and have done no- 
thing unbecoming the (anctity of nature, and the chatte 
affection of a lifter for a brother : but you are on the 
very limits of danger: a ſtep farther, the leaſt advance, 
involves vou in tia and deſtruction. I know this dit- 
covery will give you A fecret horror, and quench every 
kindling defire: the purity of your virtue will ſtart at 
the enchanting. error, that might have led you on to 
certain perditien; for young as you are, the contagious 
ſpark is ready to kindle, and the lovely boy appcars 
more alluring : your mutual cor verſation, and the early 
dawning of ſuperior merit in both, endeared you to 
each other by ſich ſentiments as only noble and virtu- 
ous minds experience. But as a more late dilcoviiy 
might have been fatal to your innocence and peace, I 
impuien (lz attended an opportunity and method to 
make you ſenſible of your danger. I. know, thongh 1 


have been dead jour years, you {ill remember me, and 
T have often heard you name me, and feen you with de— 
lignt gazing on my picture; this made ane refolve to 


appear to you when I taw you: the firſt opportunity 
that pl-ated me, you were fitting, gazing at your Own 
reflection, ang ticking flowers in your hair to adoin 

it for your young lover: : I knew vou had read ot {ai- 


Tries, and looked at painted cupids, with delight; in 


ſuch a poetical form I thought vou would have heard 


my tory, and been plea'ed with my figure 


While youthin! Iplendour ligh:en'd in my eyes, 
Clear os the {mailing glory of ihe K. 53 

| Sprinkled with radiant gold. „ bu ple hue 
My wings duplas'd, my 16Gb» cerditial biue; 
More white than flax my c. ung trelles low'd, 
My dimpled checks witn roh) beauty glow'd, 


J could not have believed that a form more gay than 
taoſe that iter on your tan could have diſcompo'd 
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you ; but, to my ſurprize, I ſaw you faint away, be- 
fore I had begun to ſpeak to you: you ſoon recovered 


from the ſwoon, and returning to the houſe, told a 
| Rory which you found nobody believed: to wiſe is the 


age in which you live, as not to be impoſed on! You 
ealily periuaded yourſelf *twas no more than a dream: 


| however, I durſt attempt your courage no more, but 


give you this important information this way; which 
it you ſhould not credit, you are undone, In this ad- 
monition your guardian angel) gs with | 
ALES, 
L ET T E R X. | 
To Leonora. 

VO ſtory of ſeeing an apparition in the garden, 
I perceive, has frightened your whole family, and 

not a mortal durſt venture into the haunted walk, as they 
call it, after the {un ſets, but your brother, to 3 1 


have not the leaſt intention to ſhew myſelt; twas only to 
you my charming Leonora, the viſit was deſigned; I flat- 


tered my ſelf, your good lent and uncommon preſence of 
guard you from thoſe unrealonable fears. 
As I expected, the fine evening induced you to take 


your accuſtomed walk: the fun was hardly jet, when 


you entered a long avenue of trees, that led to a green 
flowery arch, which looked on a {ylvan palace; here I 


teated myſelf in a human, and, as I thought, a very 
agreeable figure and dreſs; and as much as poſſible dit- 
guiüng the ſplendor of immortality, I imitated my 
mortal form; and fo pleated myſelf, that by ſecing me 
at a diftance, you might come nearer without ſurprize, 
or retire, if your courage failed. As foon as you per- 
ceived me, you ſtopped in ſome conſternation, and 
leemed in ſuſpenſe, Whether you ſhould go nearer, or 
make your retreat: I durſt not riſe, nor make the ieaſt 


offer to follow, for fear you ſhouid take your flight 


with too much ſpeed and diſorder; and as you found 1 
was a very civil apparition, and would not intrude on 
your retirement, you went off with a ſober and decent 


pace, often looking back to convince yourſelf that 


4 what 
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what you ſaw was real. As ſoon as you had reached 


the houſe, I ſhifted my material figure for one more 
becoming the dignity of the celeſtial condition; and 
being again inviſible, I heard the tantaſtic relation you 
gave your brother, who told you, *twas all the effect 


of the ſpleen and obſtinate grief you had indulged ſince 
my death: you ſtil! afſerted the reality of what you 
told him, but he believed 1t no more than if he had 
heard it from the pulpit. 

Vou might have diſmiſſed every thought of fear; I 
would not have injured you when 1 was a mortal liable 


to folly and error, much leſs in a ſtate of perfection and 


happinels : there is not a ſpark of guilt and malignity 
left in virtuous minds, when releaſed from their earthly 
priſon; all is gentle and kind, and their concern tor 


human welfare is infinitely more tender and diſintereſted 


than before. 


The terror with which men fly us, would have fome- | 
thing in it incredible, if we did not remember our own 


original folly and ignorance; but as we do, your ſtrange | 


apprehenſions only divert and entertain us. If you 
thought juſtly, you would have more reaſon to run full 
{peed from one another than from us, who have neither 


_ permiſſion nor inclination to injure, but are ready to 


ſcreen you in a thouſand dangers, and to promote your 
intereſt with the moſt generous concern, while you are 


entirely ignorant of your benefactors. Were human 


organs more refined, and your perceptions heightened 


to a greater delicacy, you would ſee a thouſand zthereal | 
torms in the full bloom of immortal beauty, and unde- 


caying life; not faſhioned to give you terror, but love 


and delight. 


You ſee, my dear 13 I would fain cure your 
prejudices, and reconcile you to the ſociety of ſpirits ; 
that you may ſometimes permit me to warn your un- 
guarded years, when dangers and ſnares attend you. 

You know your father left me the guardian of your 


fortune and beauty, fo favourable was his opinion of 
| me; this circumſtance made me miſerable, and at once 


cut 
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cut off all my future views of happineſs: I had in- 
dulged a ſecret paifion for you, and flattered myſelf 
you had the ſame tor me; but as my birth and fortune 
were much interior to yours, I was reſolved rather to 
die than ule the advantage that was in my power, or 


violate the lacred truſt I had undertaken. By a thou- 


ſand little loft inadvertencics, you difcovered your pal- 


ſion; but though ſecure of tucceſs, I durſt not ſeduce 


you into a compliance of marriage ſo valtly below your 
high rank and character, nor take the advantage of be- 
traying your thoughtleſs years to an action unbecoming 
your quality and fortune: my ſoul was unſtained with 
any delign that was mean and felfiſh, and the entire 
confidence your father had in my integrity and conduct, 


fixed my reloJution of acting up to the ſevereſt rules of 


virtue and truth. But to what dittreſs was I reduced ! 


I loved you to madneſs, while I never approached you 


but with a diſſembled indifference: this reſtraint, and 


the coritant agitation of my thoughts, ditordered my 
health, and threw me into a violent fever, which ſoon 


finiſhed my life. The juſtice and fidelity of my con- 
duct tound its immente reward, and left me nothing to 
repent of, but the giving my truſt entirely to your bro- 
ther's care, whole licentious manners will expoſe you 


to a thouſand dingers. To repair this negligence, 1 


would fain have induced you to a converfation, that 
iight have directed your conduct, and fortified your 
virtue by my friendly admonition : but fince your fears 
put it out of my power ever to be vitble to you again, 
I mult take this way to convince you how unchange- 
able my concern for your happinets is: Oh, let it not 
be dearer to me than it is to yourfelf! | 
1 „„ CLERIMONT, 
, | 
ET | To the ſame, . 

| LEAVE your fellow-mortais to congratulate your 
recovery, but J muſt own 'twas a diſappointment to 
me: you were on the confines of immortality : the 
angels, who are miniſtering {pirits to the heirs of tal- 

3 e . vation, 
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votion had prepared their ſong of triumph to receive 
you: I had wreathed a garland of the tairelt flowers 
that bloomed in the Paradile of God, to crown tuch 
early and diſtinguiſhed virtue; with impatience I num- 
bered your moments, and expected every one would be 
Four laſt; the ſparkling vivacity of your eyes expired, 
the rofes on your cheeks vaniſhed in a mortal paleneſs, 
and the ſpiings of lite ſeemed juſt ready to ceafe their 
motion; when he, who governs nature with a ſupreme 
command, reſtored you back to health. Your recovery 
was ſurpriſing even to angels, who though ignorant of 
the limits the Sovereign Diſpoſer has ſet to human 
life, yet often make exact conjectures of the courle of 
fecond cauſes, and the period of mortal lives, You 
are certainly given back as a bleſſing to the world; 
your example may yet make a thouſand prolelytes to 
virtue: but for my part, nothing but the will of Hea- 
ven could reconcile me to this d.ipeniation; when you 
was jutt in the harbour, to be toſſed back again on the 
tempeltuous ocean; when you had welcomed Death as 
your kind deliverer, ready to free you from Callander's 
importunity, and your brother's tyranny, who will do 
his utmoſt to compel you to this deteſtable marriage: 
but your conſtancy to retule it is of the higheſt impor- 
tance to your preſent and future happineis; he is al- 
read married under a borrowed name, to a young and 
beautiful Italian, whom he ttole from her parents; and 
after he had lived two months concealed with her, the 
perjured man left and abandoned her to milery : in the 
height of her anguiſh ſhe put herieif into a nunnery, 
where ſhe waſtes her days in a reluctant and unprofit- 
able devotion: for true religion cannot exiſt but by 
our choice; necellity can give nothing but the appear- 
ance of it. | | . . | 

This is a ſecret of which you would never have been 
informed hy any human means; if you diſcover it to 
your brother, it will deliver you from the violence 
which he is determined to uſe, to force you to wed 
Callander, another name for miſery, Tt 
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It is a diſintereſted concern for you, that makes me 


give you this advice: there is no jealouſy in heavenly 


minds, they know their pre-eminence, and ſhould they 
appear in their celeſtial ſplendor, the moſt pertect beauty 
of the children of men would wither in their preſence : 
but vanity and emulation are no more, and all ſelfiſli 
deſigns are unknown in theſe happy continents. oe 
You may, by making a proper uſe of this notice, 
provide for your own happinels; but, blefled be the 
great Author of all good! you cannot add to mine. 
5 3 5 CLERIMON Tr. 
„ GO A» gy | 
To my dear Brother. 


OUR friend, the unhappy Carlos, died this night 


at Naples: I was willing to turprize you with 


this intelligence, in a way which no human ſpeed can 


e's | | 
I with my endeavours for your reformation may have 
more ſucceſs now, than they had when I was in a ſtate 


of mortality: I am perſuaded, if you had {cen the exit 


of the wretched youth, who had been the companion 
of your riots, jt would have convinced you of the 


falſhood of his principles, and how little ſupport the 
thoughts of falling back into his original nothing gave 


him, when the gloomy hour approached, in which be. 
was to loſe the fight of the ſun and ſtars, with all 
the viſible beauties of nature, for ever. „ 
To be inſenſible! to be no more! to find his eyes 
cloſing in an eternal flcep! gave him inexpreſſible hor- 
rors. But if this was the worſt he apprehended, never 
did mortal give up his life in a manner more cowardly 
and inconſiſtent ; he durſt not bear darknets or ſolitude 
one moment ; he ſtarted at a ſhadow, and ſhewed a 
more than childiſh fear and weaknets in his actions; 
he even begged his phyſicians to flatter him with 
the hopes ot life, and not let him know if they 
thought his caſe deſperate: he charged his attendant 
not to mention death or the grave, nor to ſpeak a 
ſerious word in his hearing: though his affairs _ in 
| | C 3 Eo the 
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the utmoſt diſorder, no perſon durſt venture to advile 
him to ſettle them by a will. But all theſe cautions 
gave him no relief; the anguiſh, the guiit, the confu. 
ſion of his mind, was viſible in his looks: the aban- 
doned Amoret, who had followed him in the difgnite 
of a page, was ſeldom permitted to fee him; and 
whenever ſhe approdcned him, he trembled and fell into 
the greateſt agonies, cloſed his eyes, or turned them 
from her; but ſpoke nothing to ſupport her in the dil- 
trels he had brought on her, nor exprefled the leaft 
remorſe for having ſeduced her to leave the noble 
Sebaſtian, to whom ſhe was engaged by marrlage-vows, 
and a thouſand tender obligations. His pecviſhneſs and 
impatience were inluffer ible, and even deſpicable to 
his own ſervants; when the medicines he took had not 
their EXP: Ted ſucceſs, he reproached his phy icians 

with negligence or want of jxill; and yet by intervals 
implored their ances as if his being itlelk depe: Ic 
on their art. His ſenſes were perfect to the laſt gatp; 

with amazement he tiw the univerſal terror make its 
flow and dreadful approaches; - and after a tedious and 
painful ſtruggle, vielde to the gloomy conqueror, 
and with a deep groan gave up his breath, and went 
to mike the great experiment. 

I hope this account of your friend's death will have 

the happy effect I det ſigned it, and make you recollect 
the counſel I gave you with my dying breath ine 
beit legacy. [ could e it J had had empires to 
diſpoſe of. | 
My dear brother, I can have no (16h motives now, 
in endeavouring to lain your extravagances: : in this 
ſuperior ſtate, my concern for your happinels muſt be 
all abſtract and generous: the acknowledgements of 
indigent miſerable mortals ſignify nothing to ſpirits. 
exalted to celeftial dignities, in the full enjoyment of 
immortal pleaſures ; but this gives them the molt kind 
and beneficent diſpoſitions to erring men, whom they 
would fain allure into the paths that lead to happt- 


| rels: thoſe Siimmering {parks of goodnels and amity, 
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vou have to pay fume regard to my advice. 


Bellamira for you; 
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which in your cold regions are but juſt dawning in 
virtuous minds, in thele warmer climates acquire new 
ardour, and burn with eternal ſplendour. 

I have more zeal than ever for your intereſt ; and Jet 
me recall, but not reproach you with, the obligations 
You know, 

when we loſt the beſt of parents, that he left his whole 
fare to my diſpoſal, with fiich a moderate fortune 
to your ſhare as muſt have reſtrained your wild ex- 
pences; but when I found you had tome ſenſe of your 
folly, in hopes to reform vou by generous treatments 
I immediately fettled on you half the vaſt fortune that 
was in my power: I wili not urge my venturing my 
life in your defence, when aſſau!ted in our tra avelss 
for this was but an action of humarity, which EVITY 
brave man owes to a pertect ſtranger: but I muit infift 
on the merit of refioning my prete nions to the lovely 
me was all the joy, the hope, I 
had on earth; I loved her as I loved virtue and nap- 
pines; and yer when You. 5 coverte to me ne an- 


guith and diforder of your mind, and your violent 


palſion for her, I made a retreat, and left the weeping | 
beauty to reproach me with a levity and indifference, to 
which my heart was a ifwranuger; diſguifed my tender 
inclination, and pleaded yours With ſuch ſucceſs, that 
ſhe yielded to your requeſt, and gave her matchleſs 
charms and immenſe fortune to your poſſſon. 

But this advantageous match had not the effect I 
hoped, nor was the leait reſtraint to your licentious 
manner of life; you acted a ſhameful part in affitting 
Carlos in his affair with Amoet, and a more ſhameful 
one in promiſing to protect and ſupport her, if he aban— 
doned her, when you knew what r-peated favours vou 
had received from the injured and generous Se haſt ian: 
your treacherous and ungrateful treatment of a man 
of his exalted merit, fills me with the greatelt remorſe 
and confuſion; a thouſand and a thouſand times have 
I reproached myſelf tor having been the unhappy in- 
ſtrument of Bellamira's ru, who pined beneath her 

„„ grief, 
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griek, like a fair flower blaſted in its prime: I never 


met her eyes, but ſhe might have ſeen the remorſe 


and confuſion of my foul, The negligence and con- 


tempt with which you treated the beſt of women, funk. 
my youthful ſpirits, damped my nobleſt deſigns, and 
clouded the gayeſt ſeaſon of my life. While death 
made its flo approaches, the laſt favour J begged 


of you was to be juſt to your unhappy wife, in break 
ing all engagements with the lewd and infamous 
Amoret : this you promiſed me with a religious ſo- 
lemnity; but I know her preſent diſtreſs (though the 


juſt effect and reward of her crunes) will be your ſnare 


ſhe is all enchantment, and will I fear be your ruin: 
but if you rejedt my advice, take this caution from 


the Royal Penitent : © her houſe is the way to death, 


and her gates kad down to hell:“ and I deſire you to 
conſider terioully, that this admonition muſt reſcue 


you from, or double your guilt. CLEANDER, 
” LETTER XHL, 
To 8 


FJOWEVER different my preſent manner of exiſtence 


is from my former ſtate, my affection to the fair 
Climene is unchanged : : as [I live and act in a way inex- 


_ preflibly ſuperior to mortal lite, ſo the beneficent diipofi- 
tions of my nature rife to a more noble and generous 


height. My concern for your happinels is more tender 


and difintereſtcd than ever: I have guarded your nightly 


ſlumbers, waited on your ſolitary walks, and followed 
vou like your attendant angel, who, pleaſed with my 


| officious care, has often left you to my charge. Your 
pretent danger gives me as much anxiety, as conſiſts 


with a ftate of happineſs: I could not retrain from 
giving you this warning, which, to your ſurprize, 


you'll find on your toilet, among trifles the molt its 


reverſe. 
Vou are, O too credulous fair! on the very brink of 


ruin; treachery and deluſion are in Alcander's eyes 


and tongue, and it you keep this night's appointment 
with bim you are undone, ANGRY and perdition are 
| before 
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10 before you; the evil Genii, that envy the happinels of 
= the human race, already inlult my pious cafe; an. 
our celeſtial guardian ſeems half relolved to quit his 


grief hangs on his beautitul face, 


nd truſt; the tender | 
like a cloud on 4 roſy morning; and in the deepelt u- 


1 4 0 Jo ' ; 
= lence ob the nignt, when the creation Cemed lulled in 
K an univerſal lamber, in the gloom ot a neighDouring 
va grove that you often frequent, 1 heard him tune his 


"og | -- liver. lutte to ſtrains ſott and languithing as the in 


* which the heavenly miniſters mourned the loſs of Para- 
a = diſe, and the old tranigreſſion of the firſt woman coat 
5 fell. And your?s unbappy raid ! will be a fall from 
my the heights of honour, rom the very triumph of virtue. 
8 What can wan pelicve! What can the ex boaſt, when 
th, ſuch innocence) (ach truth, ſuch modeſty as yours are 


to | perverted ? Vice will inſult, to find Ciimene among 
; her votaries, and hardly believe her On conqueſt PUTS 
ny rized like the barbardus Gauls in the Roman ſenate, 


who thought wan aſſembly of gods, till they jaw them 


nee | bleed 5 | DER a: 2 700 8.4 | 
gh With what a profligate airs with what inſolent va- 
fair nity, did your young fed ucer leave yo laſt night! how 
eek Proud of his unexpected Cocels, when he had gained 
oſi- Four content to the guilty alſignation 1 fave with 
cg Fou an unſeen witnels of the remuorie and contuſion m 
der which he left you : row diſordered! how uncaly! now 
atly Unlike yourſelf, did vou appear! it was your u nah nour 
ved ö of devotion; 4 Bible lay near, which you took in your 
1p; 0 hand, but durſt not open, cor fear the ſanctity ot its 
our rules hound reproach | you: he diſtraction ot your 
hits {thoughts gave mM: nopes that you would recover Your- 
For | ſelk, and bleak tne guy engagement vou nad made. 
1 5 | To confirm your Joubtfal virtue, I Was on the point 
11 of making mu belf viſihle; but the anaccountable fear 
LE that mortals have of the inhabitants of tae mamaterial 
k of _ worids reſtraine! me, leſt the effect ſnouid have been 
eb fatal to your timorous temper, however gentle and pro- 1 
8 es: pitious my appearance and addreſs had been; and EE ö 
re. RT | | tought 
\ 


ore 
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thought this letter might Icſs ſurprize, and more cali, 
Fr ſuade you. 

You have yet a few hours to recolle& yourſelf; and 
ſure you will not give up an unblemiſhed reputation, 
with all the peace and innocence of your mind, to this 


blind extravagant paſſion! betides the injuſtice to the 


unhappy Sylvia, to whom Alcander is engaged by a 
thouſand vows, and who now pines away in obſcurity R 
a victim to his falſhood and p< jury : be virtuous and 


_ compaſſionate! be kind to her and juſt to your{elt. 


After this warning, even from the dead, your crime 


will be 2ggravated z3 you mult deliberately venture on 


perdition, and damn yourtelf with deſign, and ſober 
reflection; you mult deſperately give up your title to 
celcitial happinets, to the worlds of life and pleature, 


of immortal beauty and youth. Ch, how ſuperior to 


that, with which you are at this inſtant lo fatally ena- 
moured below! 


LETTER XIV. 
PE fo To = — 5 
MY dear fſter, I have oiten, ſince J left the world, 


had the privilege to ſupply the place of your 
Guardian Angel ; I have been an mviſible witnels of 
your tears for my death; and to allay the exceſs of 


your grief for me, I have been at alt permitted to let 


you know that Jam happy. 


I can give you no account how my ſoul was releaſed : 


I tell aſleep in pertect health, with an unuiual ſerenity 
of mind, and from the gentlelt {lumbers ot innvcence 


and peace, awaked in immortal bliſs. (How common 


is ſudden death!) I found myſelt in a moment got 


above the ſtars, and outſhining the ſun in its meridian 
ſplendor; corruption had put on incorruption, and 
niortality was ſwallowed up of lite and immortality. 
CO Death!” 1 cried, 1 in the exultation of my thoughts, 
O Denth! where is thy conqueſt ? O King of Ter- 
rors! where is thy boaſted victory? where is tliy 
ſcepter and imperial horrors, thy gloomy ſtate, and 


dreadful attendants ? Where are the vait dominions, 
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the chearleſs and formleſs darknets, the ſhade and the 
emptineſs, the ſeats of corruption and decay ? The 
{peil is broken! the enchantment is diſſolved! the 
ſhadows, the phantoms, the viſionary terrors fy ! the 
c<leftial morning dawns, and charming ſcenes ariſe : 
but, oh! how boundleſs, how various, how tran{port- 
ing the proſpect! | | EG : 

Still loft in joy and wonder—* Tell me,” I faid * ye 
angels, ye {miling forms that ſurround me, what eaſy 
pzflage has my ſpirit found from its mortal priſon ? 
what gentle hand has unlocked my earthly fetters, and 
brought me out of darkneſs and confinement into im- 


mene light and liberty? who was the kind meſſenger 


that conveyed the welcome invitation to my ear? what 
melodious voice called me away from yonder cold tem- 


peſtuous regions, to theſe ſoft and peacetu] habitations ? 


how have I found my paſſige through the trackleſs 
ether, and gained the ſummit of the everlaſting his? 
Am [I awake? do I dream? is this a gay, a flattering 
viſion? Oh, no! *tis all bliſsful and tranſporting cer- 
tainty! TI fee, I hear things unutterable, ſuch as never 
entered into the heart of mortal man to concerve.'— 
| Read and believe; believe and be happy. | | 
Lou ſee, my dear ſiſter, how blindly you repine at 


the decrees of Heaven, and how unreaſonably you la— 


ment what you call my early and untimely fate. Could 
I be happy too ſoon? I left the world, indeed, in the 
tull pride of my youthful years, in the height of great- 
neſs and reputation, ſurrounded with the blandiſhments 
and flatteries of pleaſure ; but theſe advantages might 
have been fatal ſnares to my virtue in a longer trial; 
it was indulgent in Heaven, after a ſhort probation, 
to crown me with the rewards of victory: *tis paſt the 
toil, the danger; and all to come 1s endleſs peace and 
triumph. | | „ 

It you could ſee as far into futurity now, and think 
as juſtly of it as you will certainly do on your death- _ 
| bed, this letter from me had been ſuperfluous: I only 

can de/ign it beneficial, you may make it 10. 5 
| 7 . LETTER 
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IIS paſt ! the voyage of if e is fiſhed ! Inſtead of 

informing you, that IJ am arrived at the Indian 
coaſt, this is to let you know, that I am facely landed 
on the celeſtial ſhores ; the veſlel in which I was em- 
barked, by a tempeſt funk to the bottom of the ocean, 
and the angel of the waters received my newly unt: 
embedicd {oul. 

J was ſurprized at the different manner of my exi- 
tence: I breathed indeed no longer; but I liven, I 
heard, I ſaw, with a more exquiſite ſenſe than hefore 
But a few moments were pall fince the raging billow 
carried deſtruction in their appearance: ET no\ 
moved un e n the deep 5, and :{urveve 
the foundations of the ancient hills: the regent Ot 

vaters, ble ded with my curioſny, led me through his 
cry tal palaces and coral eroves, thewed me the early 
orottos and alcov es of amber, with a thonand wonders, 
kept fecret from the race of men ſince the D081 of 
the mountains were laid, | ts 
As ſoon as I had gone the round of the nau id re- 
gions, an =thereal meſſenger took me under his con- 
duct: I followed my gentle guide through the airy | 
ſpaces, and here all was novelty and ſurprize: I made 
the tour of the univerſe, and explored the limits of the 
creation with unſpeakable agility; I moved from ftar 
to ſtar, and met ten thouſand {uns blazing in full glory, 
without tear or conſternation; I followed the Track 
of prodigious comets, that drew their flaming tails 
over halt the ſky. From the planetary regions I at- 
cended with the eaſe and ſwiftneſs of a thought, to 
the ſuperior Heaven, the imperial palace of the Moſt 
High: but here defcription fails, and all ede iS. 
un utterable. 

This is the only account you can poſſibly receive 
of my death, which your own fears had 0 truly pre- 
ſaged at our parting : and this, my much-loved Hen- 
rietta, k hope will put an end to all your anxiety ; 


or 


ad of 
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| i 


DEAD TO TEE LIVING. | 37 


LH 1-6 . 
To my Lor. l —. 
MY DEAR BROT HA, 
A S immaterial beings mingle unſeen in what ſociety 
chev ple aſe, I had the curiohty lat night to know 
your thoughts of what had happered to you the night 
before, and I heard you make a very gay Geciamation 
to ſome of a free comp wions, on the power of 
fancy, and the ſtrength of your own imagination: but 
really, my Lord, you are not o viton 0 and extra- 
Vagalit ad. vou repret ;ented vonne : there is nothing 
more certain than what you faw and head; and you 
might have credited your lenles without 16 mach dit- 
ficknce and modeſty, Wich You turn into vice, 

You have but a few wecks, my dear brother, to 
live; your fands are numvered, aud your laſt hour 
is determined. I obtained. a vermiſhon ſeldem al- 
lowed, to give you ſome warning of your appt oach» 
ing tate ; 1. choſe the opportunity, when 1 found you 
in a clear moon light night, fit ting in a endes poſ- 
ture, by the tide of a foumtain in your gaiden. To 
gain credit to my metflipe, I food betore von, in the 
tplendour of an heavenly torm, a 2 the bloom of im- 
mortal beauty; ; but lo relembling ny tormer jel}, that 
in your turp! 1ze vou calied me ier and ftepped for- 
Ward to embrace me. 1 durſt not profane mv.clf by 
a mortal touch, but cluding your arms, pin ed my elf 
before vou Gn the oppolite tide of the canal. I Wood 
ſilent ſome time, that you mig nt be recollected; and 
then ſetting a gol den lute which I had in my hind, 
to one of the melodious reins, winch angels ſing to 
expiring faints, when they would tviten the agonies 
of death, and make its terrors ſmile; in those lan- 
guiſhing and melting notas I gave you an invitation 
to the ſtarry manſions, believing this would have a 
much better effect than any thing terrible, to one of 

D | your 
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your undaunted temper: I delivercd my meſſage, and 


in an inſtant diſappeared, 

J have repeated theſe circumſtances to you, as 2 
proof that all was real, and neither a dream, nor a 
waking ewerie, as j ou have periunded vourfelf, But 
lince no mortal knows this but your telt, and you con 
Sealed the greateſt part of this relation from your gay 
triends, when you was fo eloquent on the wonders. 
of imagination, I hope this will god its wiſhed ſuc- 
ceis, and put you on the molt exact preparztion to 
meet with a Chriſtian fortitude the greateſt terror 


that a mortal man can encounter. Though your life 


has been unſtained with any baſe or unjuſt action, 
there are ſome levities in yeur converſation, that re— 
quire your {ſpeedy penitence and reformpatioa 3 or. 
teeming tritles will enlarge themſelves into the greatetr 
terrors. | | 

It is a ſcrions thing my Lord to die: you thought 


10, when with the moit tender concern vou jaw me 


ſhivering and pale, anzious and feariul, on the very 
borders of death, doubttul to enter, and terri; fed at 


the darkneſs that hung on the gluomy valley; when 


even the foliies of my "childhood, which was hardly 
paſt, and the flighteſt errors of my youth, lat heavy 
on my ſoul. And, oh! how unwillingiv did my ſou! 


uit its agreable mantion! how many loft engage- 


ments made me fond of lite! the charming youth, to 


whom I was-contracted by my parents, detained me 


with his tears: had angeis beckoned me to the {x1e8, 
that melting language would have tempted me back, 

You little think, my dear brother, what regiilarity 
of the patſions, what fanctity of manners, are neceſſary 
to take of the horrors of Death, and make that gloomy 
monarch wear a {miling aſpect. 

Take this friendly admonition, and be. for ever 
happy ;z then vill that relation which is now between 
us ſtill ſubſiſt, and I ſhall be, in joys mexpret] es 


your ſilter to > all eternity, Serge 
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LET IE x AVI | 
To Philocles, from Ibrahim a Tul Baſſa. 

II was you, my dear Philocles, that Heaven made 
the inſtrument of my converion, to Chriſtianity; 
but while I was in a ftate vi mortality, it was mmpol- 
ſible for me to know the greatneſs of my obligations 
to you, and to what height of telicity your friendly 
inſtructions directed me: how low, ho dilpropor- 
tioned were my expectations, to the grandeur of my 
preſent happineſs how ſuperior is it, even to thole 
noble ideas your deicription gave me of celeſtial joys! 
as you converted me to, It me elftabliſh you in the 

only true 1eligion. | 
What realen have I to bleſs the moment that be. 

gan our acquaintance, and the event ie placed Your 

character to my view, in fuch an agiseable light! ther 


vas indeed fomething in your whole conduct to irtleſ, 


ſo fincere, ſo co nformable to the Erivteit rules of trut b 
and juſtice, that I at once quitted my prejudices to 
the faith you avowed : the Chrit ſtian (which 15 not 
always the caſe) recommended Ohriftianity. | 
The negociations J had with you when you were 
conſul for the ſtates of Holland at Smyrna, gave me 
numerous inftances of your honeft and es diſpo- 
fition : but nothing ſurpriſed me more, than leeing 


E 
you venture your life in a dieadful ſtorm, to fave a 


Portuguele your mortal enemy, whoſe veſſel was jutft 


overſet, and himſelf ready to fink amidit the threat- 


ening waves, which he till then imagined leſs his for 


than yourlelf, J was witneis to the Seen action, 
es immediately concluded, that there muſt be ſome- 
thing divine in a religion, that could raiſe human na- 
ure to ſuch an height of beneficence : it was all reſiſt. 
leſs conviction, my foul confefied its force, while I 
conſidered with what a becoming modeſty you received 
the acknowledge ments of your adverfary, as calm! 7 
as for {ome trifüng favour you would have accepted the 


thanks of your fin ail friend: you enn 


of having done nothing 30 l inary, nothing but 
| 5 5 what 
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what was ſuitable to the conſtant diſpoſition of your 
mind, if Heoven had favoured vou with more frequent 
occaſions ot perfo! ming {ich heroic actions. You 
have a fen to make what is heroic, common, 

It vas a charity truly div; ine, that made you hazard 
your lite, and expoſe it to the worſt of terments, to 
reicue me from cor, { was more inquiſitive than 
the laws of the Alccran allowed, which induced me 
to teek {0 ipany opportunities of con verüng with you. 
Without the jeatt cout ion or regard to your own fatety, 
von ky vourtelf to the merey of an Infidel, fatisficd 


my | cruples, an importur neck me to quit the Niaho- 


8 faith. Your conduct was al! demonitration z 
and. convinced me, Det nothing but heaveniy truth 
could inſpire vou with ſuch fortitude, and Kindle in 
your foil a charity fo per! ect ij diſintereſted: I was 
oon vanquiihed, and became a joytul prolelyte to 


the Chr11tian princip'es, nor found the leaſt regret in 


leaving my native foil, to follow you to the Hague, 
where I might openly profeis the faith J had TT 
and be in the right with impunity. 


It was not long hetore a fever feized me: when L 


found the ly mptoms mortal, I ſent for you to eale my 
| burthened tout of the only care that opprefſed it; but 
before you came my ſpeech was loſt: however, the dis- 
covery was ot ſuch importance, that it ſtill engages 


my ce W ; nor is there any Feten whole fic eli 1 


can depend on like vous. 


N purch: ned a beautiful en ſlave, the firſt: . 
oniy object of my love: though ſhe was in my power; 


I only witempted by gentle methods to gain her attec- 
tions, bot in vamz ner Chriitian belick ſtill ſet the 


view of futuie rewards and puniſhments before her, 
and checked her ſotteſt ipelinations: to 0 8 her 
vittite, I was induced 10 pervert her to the dotiiines 


of the Alcoran. As abſurdly as I reatoned, ſhe was 
ſoon convinced that her loul was as periting as her 


body, and that there wi: 80 proſpcè ct Of immortality 
tor any of her lex; that preſent joys were all the could 
| expert; 


it 
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expect; and in loling youth and love, ſhe loft the 
higheſt end of her creation. Too foon the fair apoſtate 
believed my deteſted doctrines, and took the poiſon | 


from my r renounced the Great Meſſiah, and 


embraced the idle dreams of an impoſtor: gave up 
her claim to immortality, and yielded hertelt to my 
licentious withes. Thus free from the reſtraints of re- 
ligion, the fair libertine grew difſolute and profane 
bey ond the limits of her ſex : her {portive wit and bound- 
icts vanity now ridiculed all that ſhe once thought 
lacred: there was ſomething fo wild, fo unnatural in 
her impiety, that I halt repented my tuccels; but 
never was truly ſenſible of the injury I had done her, 
till I was convinced of the truth of Chrittianity. It 
is this unſpeakable damage that I hope you will find 
ſome method to repair: : it Will not be impoſſible, by 
ſome of your friends, to find acceſs to her; ihe is now 
at my brother's diſpoſal; her ranſom will be cafy, and 
a charity worthy your character. Your charity will 
redeem her perion, your exam: le her mind, from a more 
deplorable Lavery. IBERAHIM. 
LETTER XVIII. 


To a Son, from his deceaſed Father, 


* there is the leaſt ſpark of filial gratitude in your 


breaſt; if there is any deference due to the mender, 
of a once indulgent father, I charge you to recall the 
chailenge you have ſent - What Tall! lay not to 
your adverlary, but to your generous, your well-mean- 
ing friend: his admonitions were juſt, and the rela- 
tion he gave you, undoubted fact: you Know in your 
conſcience, the woman you vindicate has neither vir- 
tue nor reputation to defend, while = are daring 
death, and all the horrors that enſue, to juſtiſy a 
known falſhood, and purchaſe /hame with Heaven. 

1t you are killed in this mad duc}, the moment you 
breathe your laſt, you will mingle with a lociety that 
make very different judgments of things, from what 


pats for maxims of honour among morials; you wil! 


appear with a very il grace, and on a molt imperti— 
3 nent 
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nent occaſion, among the ſpirits of darknels, to whom 


you will be an cter 14 object of deriſion. The boaſted 
beauty and charms of vour miſtreſs will be but 
a pour excule tor your gallantry, though you ſnould 
tell them in heroics, how the avorld has been 4% for 
a TWWO0INMG. 

Thew extravagancies will vaniſh with mortality ; 
death will draw the veil, and place more ſerious ſcenes 
in view: you will find how chaply you have fold im- 
mortal glory, and curic the fond enchantment that 
Jed you on to deſtrüctiong; deteſting that moit, the love 
of vt ih is now your inducement to ruin. 

But ai vourfe t, What is the virtve of this fine 
lady, in detence of whom you are going with ſuch 
bravery to die? Wat is this hongur you are giving up 
your lite and all y our hopes ot faivation to ma! intain ? 
Tnis guiitleis lovely woman is only perjured to her 


marriage vows; this angel, {us divine creature, does 


but deceive, does but expole to infamy, the beit of 
huſbands; ſhe does but return his unequa!led tender- 
ne's and conſtant aitection to her, with artful fondneſs, 
and dit. mbled complaiſance: : ſhe is but inſenſihle to 
the merit of a man who is his country's ornament and 
pride; a perion of the moſt graceful appearance, by 
nature formed to pl. ate the niceſt of the fair ſex; liberal 
and magnificent, obliging and ſincere above all dif- 


guiſe; and who, from his own conſcious honour, en- 


trely confides in this artful woman, whom he railed 
from diſtrets and obtcurity, Charmed with her beauty 


and ditjemblcd affection for him, he has indulged all 


her wild ambition, gratified her boundleſs vanity, 


and tet no more limits to her expences, than you now to 


your folly. | 
This is the unhappy man whom you would expole | 
to the juſt of every tentelels rake, by a public quarrel 


for the reputation of his wite, What Family could be 
ſo crue! as this defence ! 


And this is the dear innocent charmier; whoſe virtue 
you. would pulitys even of damning yourſelf, and mur- 
5 der! ing 
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dering the generous Lindamor, your beſt, your experi- 
enced friend, whole ſincerity has been his only crime: 
With what confuſion 
muſt you draw your ſword on a man, to whom you 
have ſuch a ſeries of obligations? How often has he 
ſupplied the neceſſities to which your extravagant ga- 
ming has reduced you, and difcharged your debts of 
honour, as you call them? And what was his offence _ 
now, but ſetting the character of an infamous woman 
in its true light, with a kind intention to reclaim you 
trom vour dotage ? e 

What a fatal influence has this diſſolute paſſion had 
on your mind! how profligate your manners! how un- 
like to the firſt part of your lite, when a noble inclina- 
tion governed your ſoul, and the lovely Erminia was 
all your joy! Oh! may her youthful charms recover 
you, and animate your mind to glorious actions! your 
king, your country, the Proteſtant caule, the rights 
and liberties of human nature, now require your 
courage, and find better employment for your ſword 
than to aſſaſſinate your friends. If you are truly brave, 
have the courage to ſubmit; the only way to conquer 
LM. „ EUSEBLUS. 
1 LETTER: XIX. 15 | 

To my Lord ———, from his deceaſed Wife, 
YOUR preient confinement by a flow recovery from 
a dangerous ſickneſs, makes me hope this may 


prove a time to prevail with you to pity the injured 


Sylviana, and be juſt to your obligations to her. 

You once loved me, my Lord; and while J lived, 
the guiltleſs paſſion had an effect on your whole con- 
duct: but your grief for me gave a very extravagant 
turn to your mind, and inſtead of leading you to a ſu- 
perior, a realonable happineſs, you have abandoned 
yourſelf to the heights of ſenſuality 3 you have pur- 
ſued pleaſure, in every tempting diſguite;z refined on 
vice, and turned it into a ſcience; and are too truly 
learned in it: your ſtately rooms have ſounded with 
nightly revels, and looſe enchanting longs ; your groves 

: I oa 
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and fragrant gardens have been devoted to luxury and 
famous delights; the thades and fountains have been 
witneſs to {ſcenes unbecoming their chaſte retreats; 
you have found out new ways to perdition, and ſet 
no limits to your diflolute e which ſurvive 


I, atiety itſelf. 


But under this gay diſguiſe; this triumph of vanity 
and madneſs, you have not known an interval of hap- 
pineſs that has been imcerez you could not conquer 


your own good ſenſe, nor wholly forget the reftraints 


of a noble education. I have been witnelis to your 


ſecret remorſe, your penitent ſoliloquies: I have teen 
you recollect yourſelt, aſſume your native greatneis ; 


heard you with the moſt moving eloquence lament your 
tolly, and aſſent to all the rules of temperance and vir- 
tue; ailent to, and violate the fame hour. 

You have relapled to your uſual extravagance, till 
this dangerous hcknels et the terrors of death in your 
view: it was then you contciled your injuſtice tv the 
charming Sylviana: it hung on your foul, and ap- 
peared with a thouiand aggravations; nor will you 


ever know peace, till you have confirmed. your vows, 


and the ablolute obligations you are under to marry. 
her. Obligations to be happy, m CREE ſhould be 
ealily complied with, _ | | 

How happy was the lovely maid in her humble cir- 
cumſtances! how bleſſed in her ſpotleſs innocence ! till 


chance (in your rural excurſions) led you in a juckleſs 


hour to the verdant ſhade, where you found her retired 


to ſcreen herſelf from the mid-day fun, unmoleſted with 


the cares of love or ambition, 

The natural elegance, the modeſty, and eaſineſs of 
ber behaviour, fired your thoughts, and partly by vio- 
tence, and partly by the moſt ſolemn vows of marriage, 
you ruined her. | 

But what unaffected for row; what remorſe that fatal 


moment coſt her, you have often witneſſed ; with what 


graceful pride has ſhe fince refuſed the leaſt tavour, 


and been inflexible - to your ſoft perluaſions, on any 


terms, 
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terms, but the marriage you promiſed her? How 
moving have her tears been! how juſt her complaints! 
what a pomp of virtue, what a conſcious greatneis has 
appeared in her alpect, when by your arttul addreſſes 
vo have again endeavoured to ſeduce her! nor preients, 
nor equipage, nor the moſt profuſe ſettlement you have 
offered her, has tempted her to act in any character, 
but What virtue might Own, in the view of Heaven 
and the world. "Sig very crime with you ſhould have 
the force of virtue in it. 

Your quality, my Lord, does not abſolve you from 
the divine laws, nor give a lanction to perjury, but 
rather enforces the obligation of equity and truth. In 
real merit the fair Sy Iviana is not your inferior; but if 
ſhe were, Heaven does not diſpenſe with the rules of 
juſtice on the account of airy titles, and imaginary 


diſtinctions of birth: the higheſt latisfaction that you 
can make, may perhaps never give her that tranquillity 


ſhe enjoyed in her firſt humble circumſtances! Could 
you reſtore her loſt innocence, ſhe would be more blelled 


in that, than in all the grandeur to which you can 


raiſe her: you may alleviate her misfortune, you can- 
not make full amends. 
Nor can the loſs uf a tender parent be repaired. With 
a modeit ing-nuity the. mjured nymph contefled her 
crime to her pious mother, who was to oppreticd with 
the thought of ſuch an intamy, that in a tw weeks 
ſhe expired, and left her beauteous daughter to weep 
Out ber ſolitary hours. Her diſtreſs demands your 
compailion ; and by an act of Juſtice to her, you will 
 fecure your future peace and happinels, and tliew your 
©! atitude to MaklANA. 
LETTER XX. | 
.-. To Parrius. | | 
OU have ſoon forgot my dying admonitions, and 
— the promiile you made me, to quit the guilty 
amour you are ſtill purtuing, Can you with delibe. 
ration, wit reflection, proceed in a deſign which mult, 
it you tucceed, plunge the beautiful Cleora in guilt 
„ and 
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and infamy, whom you love? what could hatred do 


more ? 

But with what horror ouglit you to reflett on the 
injury you are doing to the generous Alphonius, your 
denefactor! Is there nothing engaging in thoſe titles? 
dr rather, are they not words of the melt tacred im- 
portance? Make it not the future intereſt of mankind 
to be your foes. 

A man of your pretended vous could. not bear the 
reproach of a lye, and vet you are acting a lye; prac- 
tiling the vileſt treachery, and expoting a perſor ot 
merit to ridicule. This; however unjutt, multi be the 


_ conizquence cf your fuccels, while he, ſecure in his own 


worth and integrity, continues to careis the wretch 
that injures him. Ho can you ſupport the itings of 
his kindneſs to you; 

To this injured, this generous man, you owe the 


height of your fortune: it was his in: reſt alone that 
| brought you into public truſt and reputation: to re- 


quite him you are violating all the laws of humanity's 
bringing infamy on his family, and ſecretly endeavours- 
ng to rival him in the affections of his ch zarming wite, 

the object of all his virtuous Jovs; of which, (pot 


whom could he more re properly exact the protection, than 
from you ? | 


Can you unmoved recal hs diitrels into which a 
crime of this nature plunged my heedleſs youth ? what 


remorſe, what contuſion, a moment's madneſs coſt me! 
you was the only confident to whom I ditcovered the 
lecret wound it gave my bleeding foul. 


But how fatal was that one taliy of an extravagant 
paſſion to all my future repole! defpair and horror 


filled my brealt, when I conidered the injury I had 
done was beyond reparation : retirement was no more 
my ſanctuary from the noiſy crowd, the image of my 


crime puriued me with inexpreſſible terrorg; the inno— 
cent diveriions of lite were taſtelets; mufic and wit had 


Toft their charms ; the propotals of pleaſure were like 


jeſts to dying men, Uke recreations to the damned ; 
| whatever 


\ 
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« 
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d do whatever decency appeared in my public behaviour, 
you were witnels to the private intervals of my griet, 
1 the and gave fome relief to my anguiſh, by hearing my 
vo complaints with an obliging attention: but nature, 
EET after all its efforts, ſunk ; the pride of my youth yieidea 
TIE to the gloomy diſtemper: yet the ſincerity ct my repent- 
kind ance found acceptance: and, as my laſt hour approach- 
ed, ſome propitious [pirit breathed peace and dieine 
the conſolation to my foul, and in thele gentle whiſpers re- 
W proved my infidelity. | 5 
3 of 5 WI "I = tk aol ebe dout 
the iy ſhould preſumptuons man, wit! ceble tou! t; 
| And impotence of thought, mark out the bounds 
1 Of clemency divine? - What tongue ſhall dare 
-tch Pronounce with impious Vanity theſe words? 
5 Of Thus far, nor farther, thy exulting waves, 
RES O thou abyſs of ſacred love! ſhall roll; 
the Here thy triumphant billows {hail retire, 
hat Nor pals the bounds of human ditidence,? 
Ter But however ſerene the laſt ſcene of my life was, I 
BE would not for all the joys the lower creation could give, 
= endure the diſtraction and remorſe that one error coſt 
185 me. Are you ſottened at the complaints of my miſery? 
O11! be terrified at the approaches of your own, e 
141 Thus warned, I hope you will retire: a thouſand 
accidents have hitherto prevented your guilt, and crof]- 
a ed the madn:is of your love: ſome paule of reaſon, 
lat ſome etfort of virtue, may at laſt recover you from the 
e! paths of tain, Comply with reafon and virtue, with 
he honor and tricndfſhip, with your own happineſs and 
that ©! others z with the intercit of the 720/20, and the 
nt defires of the dead _ | THEODOSIUS, 
or Fo 
ad ; 
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THOUGHTS on DEATH. 
Tranſlated from the Moral Efjays of Mefſieurs de 
Port- Royal, 


EY OND the addreſs which men have never to think 
= of Deith but as at a very great diſtance, nor to 
view it but in ſome other perion, without putting them- 
ſelves one moment in the place of the dy;zg ; they have 
yet a farther art to delude themſelves, by forming ſuch 
a general and confuſed idea, as conceals from them all 
that is moit terrible in Death: ch ey CONCEIVE little elle 
of this ate, but as a P14vation of ſenle, and a ſe para- 
tion trom the commerce of life; to that when they ſay, 
a man is dead, they only mean, that they ſee him no 
more, and that he ſhares no longer in the affairs of the 
Word. In a word, their idea of death is only formed 
on what men ceate to do in dying, and not on what 
tliey begin to do and feel, though it be that which con- 
ſtitutes its molt dreadful circumſtance. | 
Death is indeed a privation of lite and human action, 
but it is a privation which is felt, and produces ſur- 
priling effects in the ſoul. In order to comprehend 
thele effects, it is necefſary to conſider, that while the 
ſoul is united to the body, its attention is divided by 
divers kinds of ſenſations, imaginations and paſſions 3 
it feels the objects which act on the body, according to 
their different manner of influence; and theſe different 
ways of perceiving are called ſenlations :; on theie the 
foul forms its ideas of all things to which it is united 
by ns paſſions, and is always employed about theſe 
objects; z and not only employed, but leans and repoſes 
on them, when it is not entirely united to God: for 
not being made with a capacity to ſuſtain itſelf, the 
foul neceſſarily ſecks lome foreign ſupport. It was 
formed to know and love, but finding nothing within 
ſufficient to 1atisty thele inclinations, it is forced with 
ſome other objects to fill the void it finds in itſelf. 
Some of thele ; Objects make tne impreſſions on the 
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THOUGHTS ON DEATH. 4.9 
ſenſe, others content our curiofity and vanity; others 
relieve the mind, by turning it from things. which 
appear diſguſting ; ome nourith its hopes, while others 
fortify it againſt its fears. The ſoul inclines to all 
the objects of ſenſe, and is engaged and lupported by 
them, in ſuch a manner, that it cannot prove a ſepa- 
ration without pain and emotion, | 

We are not always {enfible of theſe ties, but the foul | 
begins to fee] them, when it comes to be leparated 
from what it loves: it has then a ſenle of the privation, 
proportionab! e to its union with them: fo true is that 
maxim of Saint Augultine— *Tis impoſſible to loſe 
any thing without lorrow, but what we pofſets without 

aſton.” 

There are few perſons free from an infinite number 
of thele engagements; and though we are ignorant of 
them, till an actual ſeparation diicovers what they are, 
we may nevertheleſs conceive fometaing, by leparating 
ourſelves from them in our thoughts, and imagining 
we are deprived of them by ſome accident. 

For inſtance, take a n who does not ſeem to 
place his happinets in the objects of ſight, and tancies 
they contribute nothing to the tra nquiliity of his mind ; 
and ſuppoſe him tuddenly deprived of his fight, though 
in all other circumſtances happy, we ſhould find him 
affected with the loſs, as the greateſt misfortune, The 
ſight of mankind gives us {ome conſolation, becauſe we 
always diſcover in them a certain appearance of com- 
paſſion, capable to give us fuccour in our neceffities 
Which at Jeait indulges our hopes, and thule hopes ex- 

cite a kind of ſecret Joys | 

The objects, which in ſome reſpects are diſguſting 


to the ſoul, and raise its fears and aer lion det in other 


views fail not to ſuſtain it. For though theſe uneaſy 
paſſions cannot be altogether appealed, yet the imagi- 
nation always furniſhes them with means or hopes that 
quiet them; while the purivit of thele means, or the. 
hopes of arriving at the end of their deſfires, employ 
2rd divert the mind, | = | 
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r the objects to which the ſoul is joined, by the 
ſenſes, imagination, rcaſon, or paſſions, are its goods | 
and FIcnes 3, and even thote we call poor, abound in 
theſe tort of goods: if they want palaces, or even a 


_ cottage, they have the ſky, the tun, and ſtars, of. 


which the proſpect i is ſo magnificent that St. Auguſ- 
tine fays—* It is a greater bleſſing for the poor to be- 
hold the heavenly luminaries, than for the rich to view 
their golde n roofs.” | 
Thus in the privation of ſome iowa ages we com- 
fort ourſelves with others, true or falſe, that we either. 
poll=1s or hope for. As the body always finds ſome- 
thing to bear it, ünce even when through wearinels it 
falls to the ground, it there finds a firp pport: lo the 
foul, fick and feeble, never fails of ſomething to ſuſ- 
tain it; and when there is nothing real, forms imagi- 
nary fupports, on which (vain as they are) it © ag 
This neceility of human conſolations is not peculiar 
to vicious men; in tome 3 the virtuous want 
their relief; there are few perſons ſo perfeët, but they 


have ill 5 remaining tie to the world; fatigued by 


a long attention to ſpiritual objects, they! tre forced, in 
divers inſtances, to abandon themſelves, and fly for 
tatis faction to their friends, their children, their e 
to a held of their own planting, or an edince of heir 
own railng. 

This is the condition of man in this life, which: may 
help us to comprehend what death is, with the effects 
it produces. We ought to lock on it as the rupture ot 
all that unites us to the creatures; a general ſeparation 
tiom the objects of ſenſe; the 3 all human 
ties, and every pleaſure the ſoul found in them; With 
2 total privation of what it loved and enjoyed on earth, 


When a man dies, he loſes not only what he called his 


wealth, but the n the ſun, the ſtars, the air, 
the earth, and all the reſt of nature; he loſes his body, 
and all thoſe tenſations that gave him pleaſure ; he loſes 


bie relations his fi! ends, and all mand 3 he loſes 


all 
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201 relief, all ſupport; and, in ſhort, ali the objects ot 
his ſenſes and paſſions, | 
Indeed, if the foul, in ſome degree united te theie, 
finds itſelf alto united to God by i holy love, though 
the privation of the creatures c. aules fome emotion, yet 
it ſinks not into deſpair : tor this divine principle ſul. 
tains it, and growg more active, confirms its hopes 
of being i; ort ly united to, and over whelmed 3 in that 
abytis ol pleaſure, which alone can {atist: V all its Ca A- 
city O loving. | 
But who is able to conceive the ſtate of the miſerable 
fou), when it comes by Death to be rent from all the 


objeRts of its inclinations; from all that ſuſtained it 


during Ka and finds ne thing n iter, on which to 
lean: its propenſities to love, and enjoy what it loved, 
Being beyond compariſon more five lv and Lidont; 
while all the ſoul was fond of eſcapes, and flies before 
her with an everla ting gt, withei t leaving the 2 7 
hope of fruition; ſhe totes all, finds nothing, all fink 

under her, all vanithes, fa 0 if: appears for eve 

It is not poſſible in this world to com: prehendd a ſtate 

0  perteRtly miſcrable; all one can fay, to give ſome idea 
ot it, is this: —' Tis a terrible fall ot the foul, by a ſud- 
den removal of all its ſupports ; *tis an he rrible e 
by i privation of its nouriſhment ; *tis an infinite void, 
by the annihilation of all that Aled it; *tis an extreme 
poverty, by the entire Joſs of that wh ich was its wealth; 
tis a ghaltly ſolitude, by the teparation it finds itſelf 


in from all union and iocuty; 'tis a dtesdful defola- 


tion, by the want of all confolation; tis a cruel 7 | 


ture, which violently rends the ſoul f trom every object 
D its love. 
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PART L: 


LETTER I. 
"Him Philario, to his Friend, relating his unbatyy 
Amour with Amaſi a. 
MY DEAR CHAMONT, 
WII ATEVER reproaches my paſt follies have de- 
ſerved, I know my preſent misfortunes will raifa, 
your compaſſion.—The gentle Amaſia is no more, ſhe 
expired in my arms, and I have paid the laſt rites to 
her memory. 
7: Tour ſulpicions were juſt, that I had perverted and 
ſecretly kept her, e to all the friendly admoni- 
tions you gave me. The ipring of my miſery was my 
father's marrying me at twelve years old, (O curſed. 
avarice!) to a girl of ten, only to {ſecure her vaſt for- 
tune to his tamily. As I grew old, inſtead of liking, 
J conceived an unconquerable averſion to the innocent 
creature; but no arguments could prevail with my 
father to break the contract, and J was as obſtinate 
never to complete the marriage. Thus entangled, I 
grew uneaſy, which my ſiſter oblerving, to divert my 
chagrin, often carried me with her to viſit a young 
lady, deſcended from a good family, but decayed in 
fortune, and obſcure: having never met her before in 
any public place, I was {urpriſed at the hght of ſuch 
an accompliſhed beauty, which her fine genius, and a 
thouſand elegancics in her converſation, ſtill heightened, 
Here the guilty inclination began; which, never pre- 
ſaging its fatal event, I cheriſhed and reſolved to be 
bappy, in ſpite of the incumbrance of my young wite, 
who, without any matrimonial cares at heart, diverted 
herſelf with her babies and play-things ; while I, pri- 
vilged by my fiitzr's diſcretion and intimacy, conti- 
nued my viſits to Amaſia, whom we always found 


with 
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with her mother, the pious and ditcreet Sophronis, 
whoſe only fault was being a little reterved and ſevere 
in ber temper. But Amalia had a natural diſpoſition 
to books and folitude, with a temper rather ferrous and 
pentive, than gay; which made the ſtrictneſs of her 
mother's conduct and her own confinement ealy ; the 
little ſociety ſhe had, was with ſome grave and good 
women of Sophronia's acquaintance, who took care to 
inform her, that ail the men of the pretent age were 
rakes and atheifts, and the young women no better, 


nor hardly ſo good as they ſhould be; and that con- 
verſing with ſuch ſage perions as themlelves, was the 


moſt reputable thing the could do. Amaſia atlented to 
theſe wiſe maxims, my ſiſter and I being the only ac- 
quaintance of a modern character that were admitted 


to the houſe, I made myleli fo agreeable to Sophronia, 


that I got the office of reader to the family; but, to my 
ſecret mortification, inſtead of plays, ſhe confined me 
to hiſtory or ſermons, though my accent was better 
ſuited to the ſtage than the pulpit: however my fair 
audience were pleaſed and attentive, and I would rather 
have taken orders than have loſt my employment. But 
it was not long before the cautious Sophronia ſaw 
through the diſguiſe of my zeal; and obſerving a greater 
gaiety than was uſual to Amaſia's temper, in converſing 
with me, ſhe told my ſiſter freely her ſuſpicions, in- 
treating her as ſhe valued her daughter's reputation, to 
bring me no more with her. My tifter, who was 

erfectly virtuous, was alarmed at the diſcovery, and 


would never, from that time, ſuffer me to accompany 


2 her » 


I had now no way to let Amaſiza know the violence 
of my paſſion, but by a letteb, which unluckily fell 
into her mother's hands: by this confirmed in her fears, 
ſhe charged Amaſia, as ſhe expected her bleſſing, to 
ſend back any future billet from me unopened ; this 
ſevere injunction ſhe punctually obeved till her mother's 


death, which happened in the midit ot this adventure: 


ſhe was ſuddenly ſeized, and finding her ſickneſs mor- 
TT WW $ 1 „tal, 
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tal, ſhe took the weeping fair by the hand, demanding, 


as the laſt proof of her duty, that ſhe would, in the 


preſence of the all-leeing Deity, promite never to con- 
verſe with me, or receive my addreſſes. | 

This Amaſia could not deny a dying tender parent: 
but ch! how fatal to herſelf and me was this engage- 
ment! how wild was my grief when my ſiſter informed 


me of the cruel obligation! However, I waited till the 


formalities of torrow due to her mother's memory were 
aſt; when with the impatience of love I haſtened to 
bee houſe, and bribing her tervant, got admittance, 
without Amaſia's knowledge, to her chamber. 
Never did her charms appear to fucii advantage: 


the (oft turprize, the modeſt contuſion, the ſtruggle 
between a tender inclination, and the reſtraint of con— 


ſcious honour, gave her a thouſand namelets graces; 


whether the yielding beauty, with a gentle languiſh- 


ment, betrayed the paſhon the had long di{guiicd, or 
whether, recovering herſe:t with all the pomp of virtue, 
the reproached my attempt, {t1i] (he put on reſiſtleſs 
charms; but in every traniporting variety of her tem- 


er, I ſaw my own advantage, nor left the conqueſt | 


unfiniſhed. With deep repentance I now contelſs, it 


gave me an impious pleaiure to find love triumphant | 
over all the pride of virtue; but Heaven ſoon avenged 
its cauſe, and humbled n me in the height of my ſucceſs- 


ful iniolence. + 


I had not long continued my viſits to Amaſia, but 
an affair of conſequence required my abſence for ſome 


weeks; in the mean ume ſhe was (eized with a fever: 


as ſhe found the {ymptoms mortal, ſhe wrote, and im- 
diately ſent me his letter, | 


MY DEAR PHILARLO, 


\ VHERE ire thoſe ages of Jove, that heaven and 


eternal leries of tranquility and joy, with which 
you protanely flattered me? the bright deluhon, the 
viſionary paradile, is already loft; my {un is ſetting at 
noon, an untimely evening draws its ſhadows over all 


my promiſed j Joys. That 
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That immortal bloom, thoſe heavenly charms, that 
you told me might bid defiance to ticknets avd age, are 
already blaſted by a cruel diſcaſe: a fſudden autumy 
has withered my prime; the lies droop, the roſes die, 
chilling winter has faded my youthtul tpring.—But a 

few days more, and I am duſt, | | | 
This truth fits heavy on my loul, and brings my 
guilt with its full aggravation in view: my mother's 
dying admonitions, my broken vows, terrify me to 
diſtraction. My crime was not the effect of ignorance 
or inadvertency; pitying angels ſet the penalties of 
eternal damnation, and the recompence of an immortal 


crown, in proſpect before me; the caverns of death 
diſcloſed their terrors, and the realms of celeſtial light 
opened their glories to my active imagination: I was 
forewarned by the advice of a dying parent, of the in- 


tamy and ruin, to which the ſoft temptation has be- 


traycd me: 1 had experienced the ſatisfaction of reaſon 


and virtue; but for you 1 ventured on prelent and 
future perdition, and gave up my title to all the joys 
of immortality. And now, ye regions of divine de- 
light, you have no attractions tor a mind ſo impure; 


I would only fly to you, as a retreat from internal | 
miſery. e 1 5 : 


And yet, too charming youth! you engage my af. 
fections; I would live, but (O fatal madneis!) I would 
live tor you: by you I was ſeduced, but oh! may 


your foul ſtand clear of my ruin! It is mylelt, not you, 


I would accute. OD 


Laſt night (if waking dr in a dream I am uncer- 
tain) my mother's venerable ſhade, majeſtic in hea- 


venly ſplendour, appeared to me, and bid me prepare 


for the filent tomb! — What preparation can I make ? 
What penitence can atone for repeated perjury? for 
crimes againft the cleareſt convictions of heavenly light, 

and the ſanction of voluntary vows ? : 
What figures of ſpeech could you make uſe of to 
take off from vices like theſe then deformity ? What 
eloquence 


- 
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eloquence did you employ thus to pervert my judgment? 
By what infernal enchantment was I led on to mine 
own deſtruction ?—You have undone me, but I am 
hopeleſs! Can you make no reparation ? Cannot you 


reverſe the injury, and talk as well in the cauſe of 


heaven, as you did in the intereſt of hell? —Oh mak 
the compaſſionate trial? Can you pray ?—Can you 
implore mercy for me? Perſuaſion dwell upon your 


tongue! Could vou be ſincere, Heaven perhaps may 


hear !—Mv ſtrength is ſpent !—I faint !—Fly to my 
ae that at leaſt I may take a laſt farewell. 

AMASIA, 

This letter ſurpriſed and diſtracted me; I knew not 

what I did or faid, but 1 ordered my horſes, and re- 

turned with all the ſpeed that love could give me, to the 

idol of my foul, whom J found by intervals in her per- 


| tect ſenſes, but in the agonies of death. 


The melancholy ſc:n- will never quit my memory: 
Death came, attended by his real and fantaſtic horrors ; 
he made his approach with every circumſtance terrible 


to nature or reaſon: never was the paſſage to his waſte 


dominions more gloomy ; never did a departing ſpirit 
quit the light of Heav«n with more reluftance ? 
oh!“ ſhe cried, graſping ay hand, © whither am I 


going? to what unknown 1 2810s ? On what deſolate 


coaſts am I doomed et-rnally to wander? How dark 


the entrance, how long the paſſage that opens before 


me See vonder tullen ghoſt ! Leckons me away! 
another pale ſpectre ſummons m to the grave, and 


bids me mingle with the dead. — 0 my ſenſes wan- 


. der!—O for 2 a month's, a week's, n hour's reprieve !' 
Then, fixing her eager eyes on mine, ſhe aſked—— 


© Cannot you procure this for me, after all your boaſted 


love? I am cited to the ſupreme tribunal. — Have you 


the hardineſs to appear for me — The whole creation 


cannot aid me in this extremity! After which ſhe lav 


long ſpeechleſs and convulſed, and cafting a diſmal 


glance at me, with a heavy groan expired. 
I could not refuſe this lad recital to your requeſt, 
and 
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and my avowed confidence in you: it is ſome kind of 


relief to pour my grief into your bolom, and to ex- 


cite in your's a generous compaſſion, which I know 


THE WRETCHED PHILARIO. 


you feel for 3 
I. ET TER. II. | 


From Cofſander, tu a Gentiemean at Venice, relating the © 


Murder of his Friend. | 
MY DEAR FRIEND, 8 | 
JH! why do I profane that ſacred title! Tf you 


knew me, you would ſtart, as it the fiends bejow _ 


had given you that appellation.--But I muit unmais 


mylelf, whatever horror the montirous appearance gives 


you: perhaps {ome ſparks of pity may mingle with 
your averſion, when you find my miſery bears fone 
proportion to my gut. 8 

Ob, think what it is! Imagine the dreadful ſcene I 
would unveil—recall the moſt tragical action that was 
ever repreſented on the ſtage; or the molt bloody effect 
of fury, that has been really perpetrated in human 
lite, | „ | 55% 
Why do not the tears that fall from my eyes ſtain 
the paper with a ſanguine hue? Why dues not blood 
inſtead of ink flow from my pen in diſmal characters, 


to mark my crime? Why ſhouid I expreis myſelf in 


the language of men, and not invoke the infernal furies 
to teach me their dialect, that I may give my guilt 


its proper aggrayation ? for mine's a deed of darkneſs, 


fit for the records of hell Murder !—execrable mur- 
der This curled hand, that trembles every nerve to re- 
late it, gave the deadly wound! — Horror !—contuſon ! 
—ſcarce can I refrain by the wildeſt imprecations to 


haſten that vengeance, at which I tremble:—it will 


fall too ſoon, and with ſome terrible diſtinction : for 
mine was a fin of ſuperior note, marked with uncom- 
mon malignity. 5 | 


In vain am I acquitted at a human tribunal, 'by the 


partiality of juſtice, and the ſolicitations of powertul 


friends, while by my own conſcience, and the divine 


laws, I am evidently condemned. What plea ſhall I 
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find againſt the reproaches of my own reaſon, that reſt- 
lels monitor within? To what ſhelter ſhall J fly from 


unerring Jnftice ?—Hide me, ye rocks! cover me, ye 


mountains, from the purſuit of eternal vengeance ! 
My fin was an outrage againſt nature, a defiance of 
all the laws of friendſhip and humanity.— Lou dare 
not believe me, when I tell you it was my friend— 
Oh diſtracting thought! my friend !—the young, the 
gentle Antonio, that I murdered I fee him tail! —lT 
ide him bleed !—The ſoul fits quivering. on his lips, 
his eye-balls roll in death !——T behold the gaping 
wound, the lat convulſive pangs, the pale and lenſe- | 
leſs corpſe extended on the ground! the dreadtul icene_ 
is for ever new, and riſes before me with inſulting hor- 


Tor. The viſionary terrors haunt my folitary retreats, 


and damp the joy of ſociety. My days are unac- 
quainted with peace, my nights with reſt; the whole 


creation is an und! ittinguiſhed chaos; the Ries have lost 


their light, the fields their verdure; every charm is 


blotted from the face of nature, the ſweeteſt odours no 
more refreſh me, harmony with its ſoothing tones no 
more delights, I ficken at the moſt luxurious banquets, 


the richeſt wines have loſt their flavour; beauty no 
more invites, nor pleaſure with her ſofteſt eloquence 
allures me. 

Thoſe fair gardens, where art and nature combine to 
rival all that has been fabled of the vale of Tempe, 
or the Cyprian groves, theſe ſoft retreats, which were 


late my pride and delight, now yield a gloomy proſpect, 
and look like the ſeats of defolation and deſpair : for 


here the bloody fact was done; here I violated nature's 


great original law, defied eternal Juſtice, and fealed mv 


own perdition. 

You know with what frenzy 1 donted on the artfu] 
Marcella; ſhe was the idol of my thoughts ; with her 
I ipent my gay licentious hours, regardleſs of my ho- 


nour, my country, or my friends; for her J contriv ed 
gardens of pleaſure, opened cryſtal fountains, raited 


bowers perfumed v with every fragrant bloſſom, to enter. 
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tain her: nor once believed ſhe could be capable of in- 
gratitude, till that fatal night when I ſurprized her 
with the unhappy Antonio, | 

I returned more early than uſual from an appointe( 
debauch, and not finding Marcella in her apartment, 
1 ran immediately into a private garden, where ſhe 
ſometimes took an evening walk, The moon ſhone 
clear, and at the entrance of an arbour, I ſaw her 


fitting with Antonio, looſely reclining his head in her 


lap: he roſe, and came forward ſmiling, whether with 


an air of inſult or raillery, I did not ſtay to conſider ; 


but fluſhed with wine, and enraged with jealouſy, I 
drew my {word and ſtabbed him through the heart, 
while Marcella in a ſwoon lay cold and ſenſeleſs at my 
feet. | : 
My rage was ſpent in a moment, my amorous flame 
extinguiſhed, and friendſhip with all its force returned 
triumphant on my foul: T threw myſelf on the ground 
by the dying youth, ſupported and embraced him, 
melted into tears, and called aloud on his pity to for- 
give me: my ſervants were alarmed; and ruſhing into 


_ the garden beheld the bloody fcene. 


By this time Marcella was recovered from her ſwoon, 
and reproached my. raſhneſs, aſſuring me ſhe had em- 
ployed all her art to perſuade him to comply with 
that fatal aſſignation; ſhe frankly owned he had been 


long the object of her fondeſt detires, but that till then 
He had refuted any ſecret appointment with her, from a 


ſenſe of friendſhip to me, and jaltice to his young and 
beautiful wife, whom be ſinòerely loved. | 
This difcovery diftratied me: I curied mylelf and 
her, and charged her to fly. my fight for ever, leſt I 
mould double my guilt, and iure myſelf to murder. 
1 was fo far from endeavouring to eſcape the rigour of 
the law, that I challenged it, called aloud for the mi- 
nillers of juſtice, witneſſed againſt my own life, and 
avowed the barbarous fact. But how-ver I was cleared 
by a human verdict, I ftand condemned by a higher and 
more righteous deciſion ; and conſcience tells me 
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The door is ſhut, | 
The Totes has pals'd my everlaſting . 
Which all created pow'r can ne'er reverſe: 
My day's for ever gone, my ſun is ſet 
In final darkneſs, ne'er to riſe again; ; | 
My ſummer's ſpent, eternal winter's come; 
The ſeaſon's paſt. 

On me no ray of mercy e'er will ſhine, 

No ſmiling beam of hope will ever riſe; 
Jultice divine, and ſelf-condemning Wy. 
Conſign me over to eternal woe, 


What repentance is there for a wretch who can make 
no reſtitution? The injury I have done can never be 
cancelled ; it was deſperate, it was irreparable miſchief, 
that I brought on the wretched Antonio; I cut off his 
ſpace of trial, his probation tor immortal joys, and 
tore him from all his future hopes of ſalvation: I per- 
haps ſurprized him with all his fins and unrepented 


follies on his head; his guilt might that inftant be in 


its fulleſt magnitude, while I, with a more than in- 


_ ternal rage, ſeized the curſed moment, and ſent an im- 
_ mort5] ſpirit to hell, He may now be loading me with 


execrations, and ſounding revenge through the caverns 
of darkneſs, againſt a nut creant that barred the gates 
of bli:s, and opened his paſſage to the dungeons of 


miſery and endleſs deſpair. 


Theſe are the horrible images that haunt, and ſome- 
times drive me to the precipice of ruin. Laſt night, in 
a dead and filent hour, I took my ſword, and went 


ſloftly into my garden, reſolving to tab myſelf, (to wild 


8 


are the intervals of my grief) on the ſame place where 


I murdered my friend: when I came near, I faw, or 
my fancy only made it real, a ghaſtly phantom reſem- 
bling the murdered Antonio, ſtanding on the very ſpot 
where I gave the fatal thruſt; his countenance wan 
and dolefol, his motionleſs eyes fixed full on mine, 
while his hand pointed to the wWell-imitated wound on 


his breaſt. 
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ped from my trembling hand; guilt made me a tow- 
ard, and with a childiſh fear I haſtily retired to my 
chamber, calling one of my ſervants to attend me. 80 
unlike am I grown to mylelf, I ſtart at a ſhadow, and 
ſhudder at the preſage of a dream, am ſurrounded with 


ill omens, and tormented with more diretul torebodings 


within. 


We talk of racks, of hiſſing ſnakes, and gnawing 


worms; but all the emphaſis of human language can- 
not deicribe the tortures of an accuſing conlcience, 
The united force of art and nature cannot yield the 
leaſt relief: the light of Paradiſe could not chear me; 
the ſongs of angeis would but heighten my remorſe, 


and augment the exquiſite anguich; the gloom of im- 


penetrable night, and the ſound of eyefnal tempeſts, 
would ſooner ſoothe thefe unutterableAHgonies. | 
What privilege is my being? why am I curſed with 
' adge, my omnipo— 
tent Adverſary would ſpeak me again int my primitive 
nothing, and with one potent word finiſh my exiſtence. 
The beaſts are happy, they come forth and keep 
Short watch on carth, and then lie down to ſleepy. 
Pain is for man, and oh! how valt a pain 
For crimes that made the Godhead blced in vain ! | 
OOO EE TODOS, em 
But why do I think it in vain for me? Am I of all 
human race exempted? Am I the only diſtinguiſhed 
ſinner excluded from the benefit of that infinite atone- 
ment? Am I on earth, or ſhut up in the internal pri- 
ſon? Oh ſtay, thou glimmering beam of hope, with 
one heavenly viſit cheer my benighted foul. An uncer- 
tain , a flattering poſſibrlity, would be a momentary 
heaven to me; it would be redemption from hell, para 


don to a reprobate ſpirit. And yet— 


If I muſt periſh, proſtrate at thy feet 

The humble victim of thy wraih ſhall fall, 
I mploring mercy ſtill; for mercy reigns 
Triumphant in thy nature ; *tis thy boaſt; 
The attribute that reigns on this fide hell, 
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My dear Clerimont, excuſe my freedom; it is natu- 
ral for milery to complain : had I been acquainted with 
a periun of more piety and generons compaſhon than 
yourſelt, I had ſpared you the reading of this melau— 
choly relation, to which your Jong tay at Venice has 
made you a ſtranger. 
Adieu. I know von will pity 
Tus WKETCHED CassaxpER. 
LEF FER HE -- 
To Belinda, from Sylvia, to inform her of the Reaſons of 
her ſudden Retreat into the Country, 
Y dear Belinda, I am indeed got back again 
To harmleſs plain work, and to croaking rooks, 
Old faſhioned halls, dull aunts, and godly books. 

Mr. Pope. 
 Toaview of nature in that ſimplicity which you rally to 
agreeably: but it is here I have recovered my peace, and 
am again grown a realonable creature; to which thoſe 
godly books that you ſeem to have ſuch a notion of, have 
very much contributed, particularly Biſhop Tillotſon. 
[ fee you ſmile, not in malice, but good nature, at 

the ſober confeſſion, and want of delicacy in the choice 
of my reading : it diverts you, I know, that I ſhould 
let Dryden and Otway lie ſtupidly by me, and imper- 
tinently ſpend an hour in reading a ſermon ; that when I 
am fo well at eaſe in this world, it ſhould ever enter into 
my head to think of another; and that, in the bloom 
of eighteen, I ſhould have ſuch a gloomy diſpoſition, 
as to think myſelf mortal: and, if you will forgive me, 
I will own that I ſometimes read the Bible, in con- 
tempt of all modern refinements, and hope to form my 
life on that antiquated ſcheme. Theſe are, I confeis 
my dear Belinda, a very untaſhionable ſet of thoughts, 
and have nothing in them modiſh or polite. 
I believe you will he very inquiſitive to find what 
has put theſe odd, theſe ſtrange unaccountable himftes 
into my brain. 
Tis love, (you tart—you pity—you pray for me) 
but it is love, a tender * Fan that bas br 
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| this ſurprizing effect! It is an abſolute deſpair of being 
happy in this world, that has put me on endeavours to 
| ſecure the happineſs of the next: could I have poſlcit 


the idol of my toul, I had been at reit, and had Joſt 


the reliſh of {ſuperior joys. 


But mine, with confution I own it, was a criminal 
affection forbid by earth and heaven; my bliſs was 
prohibited by laws human and divine. This confeſſion 
will ſurpriſe you, but could you know the ſeverity of 
my conduct, you would excuſe me. I have torn myſelf 
from the fight of the lovely youth for ever, though I 
could have loft the light of the fun with lets reluctance. 
My hafty retreat into the country was tree and volun- - 


tary; and not, as was thought, the effect of my fa- 


ther's command. I was fincere, heaven is my witneſs, 
in my defire to free myſelf from the criminal paſſion, 
and I thought the moſt certain way to conqueſt was by 
flight. | | | 

You know the tour my brother made to Pris, 
brought him acquainted with Monteur le Comte de 
R. -; and when he came into England, my broth:r 
returned with his family; I was in town, and waited 
on Madame le Comteſſe, who did me the honour to 
detain me ſure time with lier. = DE nee . 

Monfiev” le Comte was one of the handſomeſt and 
beſt-bred men in the world, and had as much of the 
Engliſh gravity gs was azreeavie to my own temper; 


which made me find his converſation very grateful and 


entertaining : nor had I the leaſt ſuſpicion that there was 
any hazard in ſuch a harmlets ſatis faction. I had con- 
verſed in town with as much freedom as a virtuous edu- 
cation allowed, and kept an equal indifference, with- 
out the leaſt inclination to love, or even pretending t 
hate any mortal man. | ; 
The Comte was perfectly weil bred, and my vanity 
made me interpret every little turn of gallantry, as the 
mark of ſome peculiar value and innocent friendfhip 
he had for me. Any other thought would have ſhocked 
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64. N LETTERS MORAL | 
my delicacy, and put me on my guard, againft the 


_ guilty paſnon I found kindiing in my own breaſt ; 


which, initead of oppoſing, I indulged as gratitude, 

and a ut ſenſe of merit. | 
But 1] was oon ſenſible of the deluſion, and how ea- 

fily vice betrays an unguarded mind, under the ſpecious 


dilguiſe of virtue. I tound this freedom of converſa- 
tion would prove fatal to all the peace and innocence of 
my mind, which had now Joi ils native calmneſs, and 


1 began to experience all the fantaſtic effects of ſpleen, 

vapours, caprice; in ſhort, an uncaſineis with myſlelf, 
and every thing elſe in the worl; 4, the charming Com- 
tejle acriclt nor excepted. 

But this ter my guilt before me in its full aggrava- 
tion. Euvy and deceit had till now been ſtrangers in 
my brealt, which made me ſtart at the monfirous forms: 
every new favour from Madame le Comtetle reproached 
me with violating the truſt and © nadence ſhe had in 
my truth and virtue, and for having a with that ſhe 
had been leſs beautiful and delerving. The affection 
and intimacy with which ſhe treated me, gave me an 
horror for mylelf, and I was again gentiovs and fin- 
cere, and, as I tho: ght periecily confirmed in virtue, 
till the charming Comte appeared, when I found my - 
ſelf jcalous, unjuſt, and perverted to vice in a mo- 


ment. 


However, I diſguiſed x my folly, trom a ee deli. 
cacy in point of repu: ation, and an unaff:Ged ſenſe of 


- honour. I am aſhamed to teil you 1 tai a thought 


that necded a diſguite, though it was involuntary and 
unallowed: but 1 was an i diſſembler, and have ſome 
reaſon to believe the real dilpuſition of my heart was 
perceived by the Comte, who one evening urprized me 
on the fide of a fountain, repeating thete lines: 


Come, bleſt religion, with thy angel's face 
Diſpel this gloom, and brighten all the place! 
Drive this deſtiuctive paſſion from my brealt, 
Compoſe my ſorrows, and reſtore my reit ! 
| | Shew 
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new me the path the ſainted virgins trod, 
Wean me from earth, and raiſe my ſoul to God! 
No more let guilty love my heart inflame ! 


The Comte underſtood Engliſh perfectly well: but 
T recovered myſelf with as good a grace as I conld, an 
put on more gaiety and aſſurance than was indeed natu- 
ral to my diſpoſition; and to conceal my diſorder, left 
him with precipitancy, and returned to the Comteſſe, 
who was in her apartment, reading the ſtory of Rhetea 
in the Life of Cyrus; ſhe aſked me how I liked it.— 
The queition, I am perſuaded, was accidental; but with 


ſome confuſion, I anſwered, that I thought it well told. 


However it awakened my remorſe, and gave me an 
exquiſite ſenſe of the injuſtice of my tecret inclinations. 

From this moment I reſolved to go back into the 
country, to conceal and conquer my tolly. The ten- 


derneſs and unaffected concern the Comteſſe expreſſed 


in parting with me, confirmed my virtue, and gave me 


à ſecret confuſion for the injuſtice of having withed her 
leſs happy. The calmneſs and ſanctity of my foul 
| ſeemed to be reſtored, and I had left the place a con- 
queror, if the Compte had not led me to the coach, and 
by an accidental figh, and a fort of a ſerious air in his 


face, given my mind a ioſter turn, and convinced me 
of the vanity of human confidence, and that I had tri- 


umphed without a victory. | | 
But the retisement of the country, and ſerious re- 
flection, ſoon freed me from the tumultuous effects of 
a gnilty paſſion: the ſcene altered with infinite advan- 
tage, and all grew peaceful and ſerene. I am now 


reconciled to myſelf, and find an ineffable ſatisfaction 
in the filent approbation of my own conduct; a ſatiſ- 
faction ſuperior to all the empty applauſe of the croud. 
I reflect with pleaſure on the happy change: my foul 
ſeems now in its proper ſituation; and conſcious of its 


dignity, looks above this world for its reſt and hap- 
pineſs: I am almoſt in a ſtate of inſenſibility, with regard 


to mortal things, and have fixed my views on thoſe infi- 


nite delights, which will be the certain rewards of virtue, 
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What is there here to fill theſe vaſt deſires Þ 
Should fancy all her dazziing ſcenes diſplay, 
Our wilhes uncoutin'd, would wander ftill 
Beyond the limits of thele narrow ſkies, 
In ſcaich of boundleſs and 1nmortal joys. 


Adicu, my dear Belinda: as long as 1 leave you to 


the quiet poſfeſſion of the dear town ana it's dear Joys, 


you will not envy me all that a gay imagination can 
form of future pleaſures, —I have trvitcd you with the 
inmoſt ſecrets of my toul, and know I can depend upon 


: | | SYLVIa. 
See the ſequel of this ſtory in Letter V. Part II. 


EI. 
To Euſebius, from a Deiſt. 5 
WIRE ſhall 1 find ret? The wide creation denies 
it. I have run through all the varieties of hu- 
man folly, and ſearched every vanity below the tun: 
J have tried what was to be found in madneis 5; wo- 
men, wine, and frolic have divided my hours; and 
I am new trying what ſatisfaction wiſdom and pht- 
loſophy can yield. You have made me at laſt a con- 


vert to natural religion, and turned me into a fort of 


a virtuous heathen : morality in its practice is no 


longer my averſion, I begin to think reaſon and im- 


mortality the higheſt advantages of humanity. That 
there is a GOD, all nature cries aloud through all her 
works; and while I am attending thole ſacred dictates, 


in ſuch raptures as theſe I often addreſs my lelt--- 


To the unknown God. 


Whate'er thou art, thou Excellence unknown! 
*Tis thee thro? all thy various works we ſeek ; 
Theſe ſecret languiſhments, thele fierce deſires, 
Howe'er hcentious, free and unconfin'd, 
Purſue unſeen an object infinite; | 
Thro? ev'ry fair diſguiſe the leading God 
Allures our eager fouls: that roſy bluſh, | 
Thoſe ſparkling eyes, and ſoft enchanting ſmiles, 
Receiv'd their charms from thee ; Beauty is thine, | 
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In all its conquering powers: in thee 
We trace up pleaſure to its ſacred ſource. 

We meet thee in the balmy weſtern breeze, 


The fragrance of the ſpring, the ſpicy iſles; 


And all Arabia breathes its ſweets from thee. 
From harmony to harmony we riſe, 
To that ſuperior {kill which tun'd the ſpheres,” 


Gave melody to Gabriel's heavenly lyre, 


And every moving grace to Rolli's ſong. 
Whatever ſacred force in muſic hes, 


The dying ſtrain that calms the wildeſt care, 


Or loftier note that prompts to glorious deeds; 
Th'inſpiring God dwells in the myſtic ſound, 
And charms and captivates the liſt'ning ſoul, 
Through all her ſoft capacities of joy. 

But what art thou, the ſecret ſpring of life, 


Supreme in all perfections, tho? unknown ? 
More lovely than the faireſt of thy works; 
For thou art ſtill beyond ſimilitude. 


Still riſing with diftinguiſhed eminence, 


In perfect beauty and unrivall'd glory. 


But what thoſe beauties, what thoſe glories are, 
No mortal eye has ſcen, nor boldeſt flight 
Of fancy in her gayeſt ſcenes conceiv'd. 

Some ſoft celeſtial echoes from afar, 


Some ghmm'ring rays, with a reflected light, 


Attract our ſouls, and kindle warm defires; 


 1mpetuous wiſhes and aſpiring hopes, 


Which own no bounds, but infinitely free, 

Break throy created limits with contempt, 

And ſeek the great Original of bliſs. | 
But, Oh! if Love—if Love's the boalted name, 


And darling attribute, reveal thyſelf, 
Unfold the heavenly wonders of thy face, 


And ſtand in open majeſty confeſs'd! _ | 
Why was I form'd with theſe aſpiring thoughts, 

And elegant deſires, theſe boundleſs aims, 

That reach at nothing ſhort of GOD himſelf? 

If 'tis a bliſs impoſſible to man; | 


If thou wilt never fill theſe vaſt defres, 


Why were they raiſed ? This eminence of thought 
This 
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This glorious curſe, this thankleſs gift, mv reaſon! 

This immortality, my dread! my horror! | 
For rather had I flouriſh'd in a plant, 

And only reach'd a vegetable life, 

Open'd my bloſſoms to the riling ſun, 

And dropp'd their beauties ere the ev 'ning cloſe ; 

Or had I mounted with the feather'd race 

In heights of air; or with my fellow brutes, 

At freedom rang'd the trackleſs deſert o'cr; 
Slept in a den, or ſtretch'd my careleſs bulk 

ed if open fields, heedleſs of good 

Or evil paſt, or preſent, or to come! 
Oh. envy'd lot to mine! if I muſt hve 

Eternal years excluded from thy face, 

Be it in carth, or air, or in the deep, 

Where thou art abſent, ev'ry place is hell! 


The kelds and woods are often witneis to theſe = 


liloquies, while I fly trom man to converle with the 


great l of nature; for you have at laſt convinced 
me of a divine prelence, with whole immentity I am 


ſurrounded. To this conſcious Mind I ſometimes ad- 
drels myſelf ; with pleaſure I grow acquainted with this 


O 


propitious Being, and adore him as the ſpring of my 


exiſtence, I ſeem to find ſome new capacities of hap- 
pineis awake in my ſou]. I languiſh for ſome unknown 


_ Joys, ſome yet unexperienced pleaſures, and grow con- 
fident, that the power who railed theſe deſires, will at 
laſt gratify them. That ſilence, that ſelf. reflection and 


retirement, that was lately my horror, is now become 


my delight; while I am attending the dictates of rea- 
ſon, and fincerely endeavouring to know the will of 


that divine Mind, who muſt be too beneficent to leave 


me in my preſent doubts, while I am fincerely ſeck ing 
he heavenly illumination. 


Thus far, my dear Euſebius, your arguments have 


kad ſucceſs. I have the higheſt obligations to you, 


for not ſuffering me to degrade myſelf into the rank of 


animals, and for perſuading me to aſſume the dignity 


of a reaſonable creature; in that My I am your 
0 obi humble « fer vant, PHILANDER, 


LETTER 
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LEFT 


J Mrs. -------, from Amoret, giving an Account of her 


criminal Paſſion for Sebaſtian. 
MADAM, | 
Ho ſhall T begin! ? What language can paint the 
confuſion of my thoughts ? which could you be 
ſenſible of, it would be {ome apology for the fatal ſe- 
cret I would diſcover. I am yet but a modeſt finner, 
and can neither excuſe, nor dare diſguiſe my guilt from 
one, who till now has itarca ail the ſecrets of my 


 {oul. 


Oh, think what I would ſay ! imagine ; what it is I 
find ck reluctance to diſcover, and which I mult dil- 
cover, though it coſts me all your eſteem! your eſteem, . 
which has been my pride and happineſs: but even that 
I will reign, rather than ſuffer you to injure your own 


| character, by a continuance of that friendhip I have 


forfeited. 

I am not that modeſt innocent perſon you. belive 
me: there is no diſguiting my infamy, nor recovering 
my loſt honour. 

I know you. are furprized 3 you hardly credit me; 
you would fain believe I have belied myſelf; and what 
I have told you 1s the effect of ſpicen, melancholy, any 
thing but truth, Would to heaven that it was all 
frenzy, and wild imagination! that I were innocently 
unhappy ! that. I had lott my en and 8 my 
virtue! | 

Oh. Cl virtue! thine? s a ſacred lame, 
And ftill my ſoul pays homage to thy name. 


Ve chaſte and holy thoughts, that once poſſeſſed my 


foul, return again! return, ye ſmiling ſcenes of in- 


nocence and peace! Ve ſeeret conſolations of religion! 


ye gentle whiſpers of conſcience! ſpeak peace again te 
my unquiet breaſt! 

I have not yet begun my fatal ſtory: oh! let it 
never be told! let it be loft in eternal oblivion !—bur 
that's impoſſible, *tis regiſtered on my heart, 

ouch on | | In 


- 
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In what dark cavern ſhall I hide my head ? 
Where ſeek retreat now innocence is fled? 

It my penitence had obtained pardon trom Heaven, 
the public would ſpeak my infamy aloud, How am 
I fallen! from what height of reputation to the lowett 
contempt! This, to a mind that ſtill retains the niceſt 


ſenſe of honour, is an affliction inſupportable. T have 


no refuge from the infults of the world, but ſolitude, 
and thither the thoughts of my guilt and infamy purſue 
me; the conntry ſhades, the ſeats of tr anquillity and 
peace, afford me no relief. 
Alone through un! frequented ſhades I rove, 
And hope the ſwrets of ſolitude to prove: 
But at my fight each verdant profpe& wears 
A gloomy view, and every plant appears 
To bend its t: p, O 'ercharg'd with dewy tears. 
What joy can I in theſe receſſes find ? 
What beauteous ſcenes can pleaſe a guilty mind ? 
To vain the fun his morning pride diſplays; 
T turn my eyes, and ſicken at his rays: 
The ſilver moon, end ſparkling ſtars by night, 
Torment me too with their officious light. 


Heaven and earth ſeem to reproach me, and join with 
the convictions of my own reaion, which fully approves 


the rules I have violated. To what has my folly re- 
duced me? Where ſhall I ſeek for peace, when I am 
at variance with myſelf, and my prudence is inconfiſtent 
with thoſe heavenly precepts, to bien my mind al- 


ſents ? 


I would tell you the ſtory of r my ruin, but every cir- 
cumſtance fills me with confuſion, You know my ſe— 
ducer, and what a train of artifices he has employed 
to complete it: you, Madam, gave me many gentle 
admonitions but J was too ſecure in my own refolu- 


| tion, and that diſguiſe of honour, which the falſe Sebaſ- 
tian always avowed; and never with more aſſurance, 


than when his flattery betrayed me into his infamy. 
Time and place, the evening gloom, and verdant 
ſhade, every circumſtance confpired to wy undoing, 
The whiſpering h the falling fountains, the green 
retreats, 
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AND ENTERTAINING. 71 
retreats, and flowery tcenes, heightened the ſoft temp- 
tation: all nature feemed to ſoothe the tender paſſion, 
and gave my charming feducer new advantages; his 
form, his aipe&t acquired unuſual graces, and "his lan- 


guage was all enchantment. 


And oh! his charming tongue 
Was but 00 well acquainted with my weakneſs, 
He talk'd of love, and all my melting heart 
Diſſolv'd within my breaſt - Otways 
Whither is my imagination wandering? Ye powers 
of chaſtity, aſſiſt me! blot this guilty ſcene for ever 
from my toul! let the remembrance of theſe criminal 


delights no more return! let them be loſt in darkneſs 


and oblivion! let me be entertained with more pure 


and lafting joys, in ſome humble retreat, far from the 


noiſe and thought le{s eee of the world! I aſk 
not princely bowers, or artful walks; let me pals my 


hours in ſome unfrequented ſhade, where the images 


ot vanity and fin may never enter. 

O celeſtial life! How do theſe peaceful ſcenes ſoothe 
and flatter my ſoul! through what enchanting paths 
does my imagination ſtray! "Ye vain grandeurs of the 
world, adieu! Adieu, ye idle amuſements, and fan- 
taſtic plealures: what ſhadows do you now appear! 
bow unſubſtantial to theſe ſerious proſpects of blits ! 
Let me dwell unmoleited here; let me loſe the remem- 
brance of this buſy world, and hear no more of its dit- 


tracting foliies !» Here let me attend the happy period, 


that ſhall untie the band of life; and then— 


Let ſome fair ſpirit, form'd alone for love, 
That's happy in its full enjoyment, 

Tune the celeſtial lute, and gently ſing 

A requiem to my foul, call out my lite 

By the ſweet pow'rs of heavenly harmony: 
While on a roſy couch I reſt my head, 
And in the languiſhments of love divine 
Refign my breath, and wake in endleſs joy. 


In the 3 of * I ſubleribe, Madam, 


: ours, &c. 
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72 LETTERS MORAL 
L& F TEN VI. 
From Ewvander to a Liberiine, 

you muſt excuſc me, my Lord, it I ſhould not yield 
+ to the conviction of your raillery, nor damn myſelf 
in mere good manners and ceremony. I muſt confe!s 
never was a bad cauſe defended with more wit and 
vivacity: but J dare not venture on eternal milery in 
the gaiety of my heart, nor give up my hopes ot falva- 


tion for a jeſt. 


Nor, gan you blame me, my Lord, for being ſerious _ 


in things, which, to my apprehenſion, are the greateſt 
realities 3 though, to your politer imagination, they 


may appear but dreams and chimeras. Till I can 
change my opinion, 1 ſhould act unreaſonably, to de- 


fbf from my purtuit of what I THER the nobleſt end 
of human actions. 


As for your objetiom againſt my heme,” that it is 


a happineſs future and uncertain : Yours, my _ 


has the ſame diſadvantage. | 
Is there any mortal that thinks himſelf happy in 


any preſent enjoyments ? Some unealy circumſtance or 
other mingles itlelf with all fublunary blits; *tis ſome 
fature expectation that engages the mind. To mor- 


row's aſſignation, with a jovial friend or miſtreſs, de- 


pends on ſo precarious a thing as life; which thoulands, 


before another riſing ſun, mult reſign, and yours per- 
haps may be among the deſtined number ; ; and in that 


very moment your expectations periſh, and prove as 


viionary as the celeſtial pleafures and divine entertain- 
ments that you turn into ridicule. 
On your ſcheine, it is but a breath betwixt a man, 


_ a reaſonable being, the Lord of the creation, and a 


clod of earth, a ſhadow, a mere nothing. It the ma- 
chine ſhould krep a proper ſituation to drink, to ſing, 
to laugh, and dance; a thouland other chances may 
ſtart up to diſappoint the promiſed joy; which it you 


reach, truition itfelf will deceive your hopes, and leave 


vou nothing but anxiety and remorſe. 
This is what can never happen to m though all 
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AND ENTERTAINING, | 
my bright expefiationd ſhould prove a iftion; as ſoon 
as I reach the fatal period, I ſhall he paſt reflection; 
my gaudy hopes and being will end at once, and 
In ave me ior ever inſenſible of my lols; in the mean 
time, as Jong as the dream of lite laſts, the very prol- 
pet of boundlets and immortal pleatures mult give 
the mind a greater ſatisfaction in mere ſpeculation, 
than all thoſe fleeting impertc& enjoy ments,” whole 
fallacy you every moment diſcover. | 

Let my pl an of happineſs be ever fo viſionary, it is 
noble; let it be invented by the craft of prietts or 
politici ans, it is iuperior to all the luxury, by which the 
greateſt libertine ever propoled to gr atify bis defires, 

Riches and grandeur, wine and mirth, muſic and 
beauty, are the height of your wiihes z but all theſe 
either fatigue the mind with anxiety, or.languiſh and 


yp on the ſenſes. You have often owned to me, that 


a ſeries of thele enjoyments has left you nothing bur 
vanity and vexation; and have, in your reaſonable in- 


tervals confeſſed, that theſe are no more than ſp pecious 


names, and ſhadows of ſome or:ginal good, thut the | 


mind through every difguile purlies. 


This is the lupreme exccllency 2 after which 1 my - foul 


- aſpires; if it is imaginary, the mind muſt yet be en- 
larged, by gralping at the enjoyment of infinite hap- 
piness: for I dare confets, my end is the lame with 
vours; it is pleaſure we both purtue z and as at preſent 


it conſiſts chiefly in expectation, mine mult jurpats 


yours by the proportion of its object. 


You have {vt your night for the opera, to hear Fauſ- 


tina ſing; I expect the period, when the curtain of 
mortality ſhall be drawn, and the ſcenes of eternal 


glories open, and angels ſolace me with celeſtial har- 
monv. 


The flowery ſpring returns to love e, and your oft 


retirement into one of the faireſt feats in England 
entertains you; while my imagination wanders through 

the heavenly Par dile, and recreates itlelf by bliſsful 
| ſtreams among tie trees of life, e 
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You attend the happy period, that, after long im- 
patience, ſhall give the charming Zephalinda to your 
vows ; while a divine flame animates my ſoul, in the 
ſearch of infinite perfection. 


But tell me whence this wond'rous flame began, 
Ye angels, who behold the face of God! 

I call the worms my brethren, and confeſs, 
Corruption is my father; yet high as yours 
My Willen riſe; tne ſame divine ambition, 
The ſame bright object kindles my deſires. 

O lovelier than the faireſt of thy works, 
Nothing below thyſelf, great as thou art, 
Exalted and ſupreme— nothing below 
Thyſelt can ever fix my reſtleſs thought. 
Theſe faculties were made alone for thee, 
Or I had never raiſed a wiſh ſo high. 
Neceſſity of nature leads me on: 

My reaſon has no theme, my life no end: 

Love, the ſuperior paill, on of my ſoul, 

Finds nothing equal to its dignity. 

Give all the ſun goes round, to theſe that ſeck 
A happineſs beneath: lie Sov? reign Good: 
One gentle look, one heav'nly ſmile of thine, 
Has blotted ev'ry charm from Nature's face, 

And faded all the glory of the world. 

Why dolt thou bid me liſten to the voice 
Of Nature, in her juſt melodious round? | 
Why doſt thou bid me trace the flow'ry fields, 
The ſpring's gay verdure, or with wond'rintz eyes 

ü Survey the circle of the firmament? 
What 1s there lovely on the [pacious earth, 
Or in the ætherial round compar'd to thee ? 
Compar'd to thee, the fiars can boaſt no liglit 
The {un itſelf, in modeſt clouds conceal'd, 
Pays homage to the great eternal Spring 
Of ſacred life, and uncreated light. 
Whate'cr at utmoſt {tretch the mind of man 

Can form, in its unbounded rage of thought, 

Of bright, or fair, or juſtly regular, 

When tancy launches out to worlds unknown, 

And paints beyond created beauty fair, 

Still chou art . and more perſcct ſtill. 


I «now, 


m- 
our 
the 
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| AND ENTERTAINING, 

I know, my Lord, you will pardon this poetical 
excurſion, ſince I have been led to it by your example. 

I need not make an apology for continuing to inſult 
you with my privileges, ſince I have no deſign in it 
ht what is abſtractly diüntereſted and charitable. A 
place of truſt or honour employs your thoughts, and 
calls for your perpetual attendance; and when you 
think yourſelf ſecure of the gaudy trifle, your preten- 
lions may be Joſt by a momentary capricez. but my 
expectations run higher than any dignity this world 
can boaſt; it is a ccleſtial crown and kingdom that 
fires mv ambition: I am in purſuit of infinite honours, 


and graſp the glories of immortality. 


You fee, my Lord, in every reſpet, in love and 
glory, I have the advantage of you: ſuppoſe my pre- 
tenſions as viſtionary as you will, nothing can be more 
exalted than ſuch a notion of happineſs: it is endleſs 
and complete, unclouded with pain or {orrow ; whereas 
you can never boaſt of being perfectly at eaſe, nor to 
taſte pleaſure unmingled with many mortifying evils; 
in your gayeſt flights, you cannot flatter yourtelf with 
{uch views. SET N nt 

But this proſpect is all peaceful and ſerene, not a 
moment's anxiety ſhall rite, to break the ſeries of eter- 
nal jay. Whatever holy cheat laid the plan, *tis no 
diſhonour to be thus deluded, Let poets, prieſts, or 
politicians, be the inventors, a thouſand times bleſt 


be the happy genius, that provided this relief to ſoften 
the chagrin of mortal life; when tired and ſick of all 


mortal vanities, the mind wrepoles itielf in fragrant 
bowers, fports on flowery lawns, and wanders through 
Elyſian groves 5 when the raptured fancy drinks at the 
fountains of life, and bathes in rivers of immortal 
pleaſure, | | ed 
Death, the gloomy period of all your hopes, in the 
height of your luxury, and moſt jovial entertainments, 


inſults your imagination with his horrid aſpect: but 


this ghaſtly phantom, this. univerſal terror, brightens 
into a ſmile, and in an angel's form beckons me away 
| | . 80 
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to endleſs reſt. That untried gulph, that you expect 


will at once ſwallow up your joys and exiſtence, ap- 
pears to me a pallage to undecaying lite and pleaſure. 
And let it ſtill be granted that my expectation of 
future bliſs proves a fiction, and chriſtianity a mere 
deluſion; I thall be inſenüble of remorte or ſhame tor 


my creduittyy and ſhall lie down as glorioufly with 
the ious of the valicy, and ſlcep as iweetly in my pri- 


mitive duſt as Your Loraſhip. 


But vh! ſhould the objects of the Chriſtian faith 
rove truc, what a wild hazard do you run! What 
Bas wilt your confunon find! Your ſhame will be 
as laſting as your milery : you will reproach yourlelt 
for ever, and be expulcd to the deriſion of the wretchcd 
ſociety to which you are joined“ I Aly @ rien plus 


reel que cela, ni ae plus terrible, Jalſous tant que nous 


©914dr0,15 les braves: — There's nothing more real than 
that, nothing more terrible, let us put on never ſo 


many {tout as.” 


- 


I have, you find, obeyed your commands, and ſent 
you my thoughts on this ſubject; to convince your | 


Lordihip how much I am your devoted | ſervant, 


EVANDER. 
L E 1 R VII. 
From Herminits to his Siſler, acquainting her with the 
unhappy Eifets of bis Fallon for © ani þ 
MY D#aR Si:TER, | 
TT is with gicat pleaſure 1 obey your command, 
in letting you know the diipoſition of my, haft to 


the charinit, g Clecra, To one whole thoughts were 


lets refined than yours, my diſcourſe would be incredi- 
ble; but you are a lort of Platonick, and may perhaps 
approve the eflects of a generous paſſion, and give Cre- 
dit to the reformation it has made in my lite. 

You will forgive me, Madam, tor being once in 
the right, when "I have diſſented from you, ſince it is 
the only initance I have to boaſt of: had I been go- 
verned by your advice, and fled the fair Cleora, inſtead 


of converſing with ber, „1 might have been an unte- 
formed 
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AND ENTERTAINING. 77 
formed libertine: but ſhe let virtue in my view with 
its moſt charming advantages; I ſaw an angel in her 
form, and heard celeſtial muſic in her voice: ſhe was 
the meſſenger of the ſkies to convert me; I owned the 
credentials, and yielded to the heavenly inſpiration. 

You know, my dear filter, that her dawuing beauty 
had made an impreſſion on my heart before I went to 


travel. 


I watch'd the early glories of her eyes, 
As men for day- break watch the caſtern Kies. 
| Dryden, 
I left England with the flattering hopes of finding 
her free at my return, and with a full intention to make 


my addreſſes to her. While I ſtaid at Rome, that 


imperial feat of vice, the only looſe amour I had, was 
witn a beautiful Italian, who ſomething reſeinbled 
the matclijels Cleora, who was ſtill the miſtrels of my 
reaſonable affections. 

But how great was the anguiſl of my ſoul, when, 
after all my gay expectations, "the firſt news that ſur- 
prized me at my return was, that he was juſt married to 
Philaret, the man that of ail the world I would not 


have hated or injured; a man that had every amiable 
quality, and was the pride and joy of all his acquain- 


tance z nor could I forget ſome former obligations his 
popular interett had laid on me. In this exigence I re- 
ſolved to diſpenſe with the ceremony of paying my 


compliments to Rim, that! might avoid the ſight of his 


lovely bride; nor did I frequent any public place where 


J was likely to meet her. 


But at laſt the fatal interview came, and in the draw. | 


ing-room, ſparkling as an angel, I ſaw the lovely 


creature. From this moment I became an apoſtate to 
virtue, and ſecretly renouncing all the ties of truth 
and honour, reſolved with great deliberation to be a 
villain. This noble deſign was the ſubject .of my 


retired contemplations. With what wild, what impi- 
_ ous ſoliloquies, have I whiſpered to the groves and 
| fireams, wiſhing the laws of heaven cancelled, and the 
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ſtate of nature, in the fiction of the Golden Age,; real! 
Theſe ſenſeleſs lines have often expreſſed my infamous 
raptures— 
O frecte 755 heureux mille fois Pour les 3 „ 
Que le ſiecle dur ou nous fommes / 
Non parceque la terre en cet age parfair 
Donmoit tous les fruits fans cuilure, 
Que les fleuves ejivient de lait, 
Que je mic! dans nos bois couloit fur la verdure x 
Mais parcogue ! honncur, ce [yr an des os ames, 
Cette tromp "uſe idole, et ce phantome vain, 
N 4 ſur ies eaurs une hνE/ael/ Leue ain, 
Et ne $6 vÞofoit pas aux amoreuſes flames.” 


Such were my fecret extravagances, the entertainments 
of my ſolitary walks; but in the height of my tolly 


Heaven did not intirely abandon me. 
I took all handſome opportunities to follow and con- 


verſe with the fair Cleora, a favour ſhe never refuſed 
me; if ſhe had, I ſhould have entertained more hopes, 


than from the manner in which ſhe treated me. IJ at- 


tended her coach, her chair, haunted ber at public 
places, ogled, fared, ſighed, and practiſed all the mo- 


dern fopperies of love, which the never thought it worth 


Her while to obſerve; and, to my great mortificatio, 


J found I neither pleaſed, nor moleſted her; all my 


dumb eloquence and mute addreſs was loſt on her; ſhe 


minded it no more, nor perhaps lo much, as ſhe would 
Sa monkey: I might give myſelf what 

poſtares and airs I thought moit 33 g; and act th 

indolent, or languiſhing lover, without interruption , 


* O happy age! a thouſand times more bleſs'd 
Than the hard {tate by mortals now polleſs'd! 
Not becauſe bounteous Nature did then yield 
Her fruits ſpontaneous to the ſoil untill'd ; 
Nor that the rivers flow'd with milky waves, 

Nor that the trees dropp'd honey from their leaves; 
But becauſe Honour, phantom of controul, 
Falie airy idol, tyrant of the ſoul, 
hen to our am'rous flames no ds conſign” d | 
Then Wow no fov? eise power o Te the mind. 
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ſhe looked as if ſhe had no manner of apprehenſion 
what I was doing, or what I intended. My breath 
had been as well employed, in talking of darts and 
flames to the plants and trees; the jargon was ſo per- 


fectly unintelligible to her, that ihe either anſwered 
nothing to the purpole, or turned the diſcourſe to lome 


rave moral ſubject. 

And as ſhe had the fineſt turn of wit, and the moſt 
graceful manner of {peaking in the world, every thing 
ſhe ſaid made an impretion on my foul; every vice on 
which the tet a mark of intamy, though ever ſo modiſh, 
loſt its credit with me; and every virtue, though ever 
o ſevere, ſeemed practicable with her applauſe. 

The manner in wiuch ſhe treated my pathon, ſet me 
in a very ridiculous light to myſelf, The vanity ap- 


| peared unpardonable, that inlpired me with the hopes 
of rivalling the happy man, to whom, in the fight of 


Heaven, with her vows ſhe had fincerely given her el- 


teem and tendereſt affection. Whatever regard was 
due to ſuch diſtinguſhing merit as Philaret's, "the gave 


him: nothing could be more ſoft and engaging than 


her whole behaviour to him. Her modetty was unat- 
fected, truth and juſiice appeared in all her actions. 
In the gayeſt bloom of youth, and triumph of beauty, 
the practiſed the ſtricteſt rules of piety : : this, Joinec| to 
the molt gentle dilpoſition, and a genius turned to every 
thing that is beautiful and polite, makes her one of the 


brighteſt characters of the age. 
A thgyſand times bleſt be the heavenly Pa er, that 


kept me back from the ruin. I courted, and by the ex- 


ample and converſation of the lovely woman, made me 


a proſelyte to virtue, and guided me to a rational and 
laſting happineſs! 


But, my dear ſiſter, this et event ſhall not 


encourage me to contemn your advice on any future 
occaſion; and in this inftance I know you will torgive, 
Madam, ; Jour 5 as humble ſervant, 


HERMINIUS, 


LETTER 
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L ET T-ER- VII. 
From Bellamore to Car los, relating the Story of his love 
to Almeda. 
1 Am glad to find you to entirely ſatisfied, ſo com- 
pletely bleſſed amidſt the noite and amuſements of 


the town: I congratulate your enjoyment ot atſemblics, 


operas, and maliquerades z but all your boalted plea- 
{ures cannot raiſe my envy at prelent, nor tempt me 
back from the country. 

My mind is in tach a fantaſtic diſpoſition, that I 
find more {atisia&tion in talking to trees, ph 
and echoes, than to reatonable creatures, I converie 
frequently with a row of willows, that grow on the 
banks of a neighbouring river, and have often called 
them to witnels, what they neither hear nor under- 


ftand, The fireams are often ſwelled with my tears, 


without ever rifing to a deluge; and the rocks melted 
at my TE Ao without Weng one atom ot their 
bulk. | 

But while I laugh at mylelf, I fal eaſily forgive 
you, if you ſhould take the ſame liberty, and enter 


into the ridicule of my character: you are a lover 


yourlelf of the modern jovial Kind, quite the reverſe 
of the folemn antiquated form of Paſtor Fido, Don 


Quixote, and your humble ſervant. 


All this railiery is forced, and only uk 3 in policy, 
that I may tell my ſtory with a good grace to a man of 
your gaiety. 

You know how the young Elvira was left to my fa- 


ther's care by her mother, and by a contract between 


both our parents, was from her childhood defigned a 
wite for me; but neither her beauty nor vaſt tortune 
have had the leaſt influence on me to make any addreſſes 
to her. I have converſed with her with great indiffe- 


rence, and thought I had reaſon to believe ſhe had the 


fame for me. But my father, in order to make good 
his engagements, when he was on his death-bed,. de- 
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ſired me to promiſe him with the greateſt ſolemnity to 
marry her. As he had been the beſt of parents, I pro- 
miſed him without any reluctance, on condition Elvira 
did not refuſe me, ot which I had ſome ſecret hopes: 
however, as I then had no other inclination, I was in 
no manner of care whether ſhe accepted or refuſed me. 

But when I was lait in town, and walking in the 
Mall, I met one of the moſt agreeable women I ever 
ſaw; ſhe was tall, and exactly ſhaped, her eves large and 
fine, with fometning ſoft and penſive in her air, tome- 
thing of thought, of wit, of ſignificancy, which 1 
cannot expreſs. Whether I then met my fellow- mind, 


that had been paired for me by deſtiny ; or whether in 


ſome pre-exiftent ſtate we had been acquainted, I know 
not, but I flattered myiclt ſhe obierved me with con- 
tempt. I ſpent my time in following or endeavour- 


ing to meet her, and at laſt had made myielf fo re- 
markable, that ſhe ſcemed to think herſelf obliged to 


avoid me. As tar as I could, without being ridicu- 


lous by my curiofity, I enquired after her, but left 
the walks, uninformed who the was. TI was in a day 
or two forced to go into the country, where I was de- 
_ tained for ſome months, endeavouring in vain to forget 
the fair firanger I had ſeen, 


In this temper I was taking a falitary ramble from 


my own ſeat, till I came to the entrance of a wood that 


was near the Earl of - 


—'$ park: here I found, 


Aurprizing as a Heavenly viſion, the lovely form that 
had charmed me, fitting with a Milton in her hand, 


„rhich the was reading witk ſuch attention, that I 


poke to her before ſhe jaw me. She immediately with- 
drew into the park, but I followed her, and told her 
the happinets of my life depended on her attention, 


which in the molt modeſt manner ſhe at laſt granted, 
and heard the ſoit relation. That little ſucceſs gave me 
ſuch hopes that I purſued the affair on every opportunity 


I could prevail with her to give me: for as my fortune 
and rank were ſuperior to her's, which was only de- 
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pendent, ſhe ated with great caution, and Spine 
me that ſhe poſſeſſed all that true grandeur of mind that 
conicious virtue inſpires. Her wit, the elegance of her 
behaviour, with a thouſand graces that attended her 

whole conduct, ſecured her conqueſt, and confined all 
my hopes of earthly happinels to the polleifion of the 
charming maid: nor did I fear the leaſt obſtacle of my 
wiſhes; for I had told her my engagement to my Ta- 
ther, and the tull certainty I had (a indeed I thought) 
of Elvira's refufal; which I now went to aſk, with a per- 
feet allurance that I thouid receive it. Her coldneſs did 
not ſeem to have the air ot affectation, but rather the 
effect of a ſecret averſion. I looked on myſelt to be a 
tort of incumbrance entailed on her by her anceſtors, 
of which ihe would be Joytully freed ; and in the gaicty 
of my heart, made her an offer of my per'on, iuch as 
it was, without the leaſt expectations of being accepted; 
as I was, to my unſpeakable contution : ſhe perceived 
my diſappointment with a modeſt, but tender concern, 
. and put me into a dilorder that I could not Wy re- 
cover. 

I knew my "Wb to the e Alneda was a ſe⸗ 
cret to every body but ourfelves, and if it had been 
known, I would do Elvira the juſtice to confels, there 
was à ſweetnels in her temper almoſt incapable of ma- 
lice: however I durit not diſcover the affair without 
Almeda's conſent; to whom I went in the height of 
my diſtreſs, to let her know the diſappointment : ſhe 
grew pale at the relation, funk into my arms, and only 
ſpoke with tears; but ſoon left me, without letting me 
know her reſolution, till within a tew hours I received 
the incloſed. | 

TO BELLAMOUR, 
1 Beg you to forget, and never think of ſceing me 

again, nor let any thing tempt you to violate your 

engagement to a dying father. It would be barbarous 
in you to abandon the fair Elvira, who was an orphan 
caſt on the protection of-your tamily. Do not enter- 
tain one anxious thought tor me: I was the care of Pro- 
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vidence when I was unknown to you, and that will be 
my refuge! in all tutule diſtreſs.— Adieu for ever. 
ALMEDA. 
I am juſt going to diſcover our mutual pathon to 


Elvira, and to the her this letter, in hopes that com- 
paſſion will prevail with her to refuſe me; and cannot 


but flatter mytelf with tuccels, from the gent] eneis of 

her diſpoſition. I am, in all the changes ot fortune, 

my dear Carlos, ſ11:: rely, yours, BELLAMOUR, 
Le the Sequel of this Story in Letter XVII. Part II. 


LETTER; 
75 Philario, from the Duke of , „ auritten on bis 
death bell. | 
EFORE you receive this, my final ws will be de- 
termined by the Judge ot all the earth; in a few 
days at moſt, perhaps in a few hours, the inevitable 


\ ſentence will be paſt, that ſhall raile me to the heights 


of happineſs, or fink me to the depths of milery, 
While you read theſe lines, I ſhall be either groaning 
under the agonies of abſolute deſpair, or triumphing 1 in 


the fulneſs of j Joy. 


It is impoſſible for me to expreis the preſent diſpoſi- 


tion of my foul, the vaſt uncertainty I am ſtru ggling 
with: no words can paint the force and vivicity of my 


apprenentionsz every doubt wears the face of horror, 
and would perfectly overwhelm me, but for ſome faint 


beams of hope, which dart acrois the tremendous 


gloom, What tongue can utter the anguiſh ot a ſoul 
ſuſpended between the extremes of infinite; joy, or eter- 
nal miſery? I am throwing my laſt ſtake for eternity, 
and tremble and ſhudder for the important event. 

(300d God! how have I employed mylelf! what en- 


chantment has held me! in what delirium has my life 


been paſt! what have I been doing! while the ſun in 


Z1t's race, agd the ſtars in their courles, have lent their 
beams, perhaps only to light me to perdition. 


I never waked till now. I Have but jyſt commenced. 


the dignit\g@t a rational being: till this inſtant I had 


A Wrong 
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a wrong apprehenſion of every thing in nature; T have 
purſued ſhadows, entertained myleif with dreams; 1 
have been treaſuring up duſt, and {porting my ſelt with 
the wind. I look back on my paſt life, and, but for 
ſome memorials of infamy and guilt, it is all a blank, 

a perfect vacancy, I might have grazed with the beaſts 
of the field, or ſuns with the winged inhabitants in the 
woods, to much better purpoſe, than any for which J 
have lived: and oh! but for ſome faint hope, a thou- 

{and times more bleſſed had I been to have ſlept with 
the clods of the valley, and never heard the Almighty 
fiat, nor waked into life at his command! 

I never had a juſt apprehenſion of the ſolemnity of 
the part Jam to act till now, I have often met Death 
inſulting on the hoſtile plain, and with a ſtupid boaſt 
defied his te rrors; with a courage as brutal as that of 
the warlike horſe, I have ruſhed into the battle, laughed 
at the glittering ſpear, and rejoiced at the ſound of the 
trumpet ; nor had a thought of any ſtate beyond the 
grave, nor the great tribunal, to which I muſt have 
been ſummoned 


Where all my ſecret cutie had been reveal d, 
Nor the minuteſt circumſtance conccal'd. 


It is this which arms Death with all its terrors ; elſe 
I could ſtill mock at fear, and ſmile at the face of the 
| gloomy monarch. It is not giving up my breath, it is 
not being for ever inſenſible, as the thought at which 
I ſhrink ; ; it is the terrible hereafter, the ſomething be- 
youd the grave, at which I recoil. Thoſe great reali- 
ties, which in the hours of mirth and vanity, I have 
treated as phantoms, as the idle dreams of ſuperſtitious 
brains; theſe ſtart forth, and dare me now in their 

oſt terrible demonſtration. My awakened conſcience 
feels ſomething of that. eternal RAS I have often 
- defied, 

To what heights of madneſs is it poſſible for human 
nature to reach! What extravagance is it to jeſt with 
death; to laugh at damnation! to ſport with eternal 
chains, 
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wiretch may with as good a grace go dancing to his 
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chains, and recreate a jovial fancy with the ſcenes of 
infernal miſery! _ 

Were there no impiety in this kind of mirth, it 
would be as ill bred as to entertain a dying friend, 
with the ſight of an Harlequin, or the rehearſal of a 
farce, Every thing in nature ſeems to reproach this 
levity in human creatures : the whole creation but 
man is ſerious ; man, who has the higheſt reaſon to be 
ſo, while he has affairs of infinite conſequence depend- 
A condemned 


execution, as the greateſt part of mankind go on with 
ſuch a thoughtleſs gaiety to their graves. 

Oh, my Philario! with what horror do. J recal thoſe 
hours of vanity we have waſted together! Return, 
ye loſt neglected moments! how ſhould I prize you 
above the eaſtern treaſures! Let me dwell with her- 
mits z let me reſt on the cold earth; let me converſe 


in cottages; may I but once more ſtand a candidate for 


an immortal crown, and have my probation for celeſtial 
happineſs. _ 

Ye vain grandeurs of a court! ye ſounding titles, 
and periſhing riches! what do ye now fignity ? what 
conlolation, what relief can ye give me? 

I have had a ſplendid paſſage to the grave; I die i in 
ſtate, and languiſh under a gilded canopy; J am expir- 
ing on ſoft and dogyny pillows, and am reſpectfully 
attended by my ſervants and phyſicians; my dependents 
ſigh, my ſiſters weep, my aer bends beneath a load 


of years and grief; my lovely wife, pale and filent, 


conceals her inward anguiſh; my friend, the generous 
Pylades, who was as my own ſoul, ſuppreſſes his highs, 
and leaves me to hide his ſecret grief. 

But oh! which of theſe will anſwer my ſummons at 
the high tribunal ? which of them will bail me from 
the arreſt of death? who will deſcend into the dark pri- 
lon of the grave for me? 

Here they all leave me, after having paid a few idle 
ccremonies to the breathleſs clay; which perhaps may 
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lie repoſed in ſtate, while my ſoul, my only conſcious 
part, may ſtand trembling before my Judge. My 
afflicted friends, It 1s very probable, with great ſolem- 
nity, will lay the nſeleſs corpſe in a ſtately monument, 


inicribed with, 


Here hes the great — 
But could the pale carcaſe ſpeak, it would ſoon 9 
Falſe marble, where ? 


Nothing but poor and ſordid duſt lies here; 


Conoley, 
While ſome flattering panegyric is pr onounced at my 
interment, I may perhaps be hearing my juſt-condem- 
nation at a ſuperior tribunal, where an unerring ver- 


dièt may ſentence me to everlaſting infamy. But 1 


caſt myſelf on his abſolute mercy, through the infinite 
merits of the Redeemer of loſt mankind. Adieu, my 
dear Philario, till we meet in the world of ſpirits. 


LETTER: X. 


From Celadon to Amaſia, who had Knee him into a 


criminal Lowe for her. 
Tees lovely Amaſia! whither have you led my heed- 
leis ſteps? into „hat paths of deſtruction have you 
ſeduced me? I have done an action which will never 


bear the reflection of reaſon; an action, that will ſtamp 


an endlels ſtain on my character, and with which my 
conſcience loudly reproaches me. 


I have ſinned againk all the ties of hogovr and grati- 


tude, The generous man I have wronged, was the 


_ guardian of my childhood, and the guide of my yet 


unexperienced youth. I am entering into the world 
under his conduct and protection, he has been more 
than a father to me; never was a truſt diſcharged with 
greater tenderneſs and fidelity. May Heaven return it 
in a thouſand bleſſings on his head !---Should he ever 


leave an orphan like me expoſed, may it meet the ſame 


juſtice and humanity I bave found from him! But, 


oh! may it never make ſuch a return! Let ſuch vil- 


lainy never ſtain his noble race, nor leave a blemiſh on 
his name! e | Theſe 
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Theſe thoughts bring back to my memory all his 

gentle treatment; awake my young affections, and 

melt into childiſh tears---Oh, could they waſh away 
my guilt, and reſtore me back to virtue! 


Vet I'll look up. | 
My fault is paſt: but, oh! what form of prayer 
Can ſerve my turn! | Shakeſpeare. 


Curſe on the maxims of the world, and that impro- 


priety of language, that would diſguiſe the baſeſt of 
crimes, with the names of amuſement and gallantry! 
Let me be ſingular, let me be unpclite, let me be un- 


faſhionably good, if I can but keep my peace, and juſ- 


tify myſelf to my own conſcience! Let me inviolabiy 
obſerve the rules of truth and juſtice, be fearleſs and 


proach reſt on all the modiſh appellations and refine- 

ments, that would ſoften the horror of a baſe and trea- 

cherous action! | | | | 
Theſe were the principles in which the injured Alta - 


mont inſtructed me, and confirmed by his own great 
example. My mind had been elevated by the rehearſal 


of heroic actions, and a love to the public intereſt, 
by a philolophic fortitude, and the command of my 
paſſions. Such were the motives that governed me, 


open to the inſpect ion of God: and may everlaſting re- 


till the fatal day came that made you a brid: to the de- 


luded Altamont ; from which unhappy period I may 


date my apoſtacy from virtue. You taught mz tofter 


maxims, and perverted the noble artour of my foul. 


into looſe and infamous deſigus ;“ while you careſſed me 
with an open freedom, waich' my early years, and 
your huſband's affection for me too eaſily exculed. 

Till then IT had been a ftranger to love; and thought- 
leſs of danger, left myſelf unguarded to all your 
charms z ignorant whither the growing paſſion led, nor 
thought the pleaſure criminal, which I took in your 
converſation: but I was toon foftened into fin, and 


pnwarily took in the deadly poiſon, wile you in- 


'- Þ dulged 
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dulged the guilty inclination, and ſoothed me into 
ruin. | | | | 

What infernal deluſion perverted your judgment, 
when you preferred me to the man to whom you had 
given your vows? The vaineſt of all your ſex might 


have limited her ambition with ſuch a conqueſt, It 


the moſt agreeable perſon, the beſt temper, joined with 
unblemiſhed equity to man, and piety to God, ever 
claimed eſteem, he might juſtly challenge it from all 
that knew him. „% ans : | 

But he had a right to your affection by a thouſand 
tender engagements, and by his entire confidence in 
vour fidelity; not from any credulity of temper, but 
from his own innate honour, and a ſoul incapable of 
treachery or diſtruſt. , With an artifice which only hell 
could teach, you have 


and penetration. 5 

It was the diſguiſe I ſaw you practiſe, that recalled 
me back to truth and honour; in your crime I per- 
ceived my own guilt, and abhorred the monſtrous part 
I had been acting. While he, my guardian, my pro- 


rector, had been fatiguing himſelf with cares and jour- 


nies, to ſecure me from wrongs and injuſtice; I in his 
own houſe proved a traitor to his honour, and invaded 
the moſt ſacred rights of his affection.--Oh, that he 


would appear to my view an enemy, a villain, any 


thing but a friend and benefactor! Theſe titles con- 
tound and pierce my ſoul with the moſt exquiſite tor- 
ments. - | | | 


The fever from which I am juſt recovered, was not 
half fo threatening to my life, as the expreſſions of his 


kindneſs; when with the tenderneſs of a father, and 
the benignity of a friend, he watched my languiſhing 


intervals, and diſcovered the moſt affectionate concern 
for my life. How exquiſite was my remorſe! Nothing 


Hut the dread of eternal vengeance could have kept me 


irom putting an end to that life, for which he ſhewed 


tuch an unfeigned concern. e EP 


ſecured the eſteem of a man, 
who in all things elſe acts with the greateſt judgment 
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My crime ſtood in all its aggravations before me: 
the ſecret ſenſe of my guilt was worte than death or 


infamy; I abhorred the diſguiſe of virtue, by which I 
| deceived him: no conlideratton, but his happineſs, 


could have reſtramed me from contefling my viliainy, 


and giving myſelf up to his juſt reproaches and ven- 


geance, I could have ſmiled on death, and welcomed 


| the fatal roke from his hand, could that have been an 
expiation for my guilt, | | | | 


But I had my peace to make with Heaven, and 


found another ſort of expiation neceſſary to ſecure me 
from divine vengeance; fo that as much as I was tired 
with lite, death was no refuge, nor could I fly to the 


grave as a ſanctuary; yet, as ſoon as ever my health 
permits, I am fully determined to make mylelt an exile 


trom my native country, and fly the ſight of my injured 


friend for ever. But 


Where ſhall I find refuge? 

No barb'rous nation will receive a guilt 
So much tranſcending theirs, but drive me out! 
The wildeſt beaſts will hunt me from their dens, 
And birds of prey moleſt me in the grave. 


J dare not ſee you, Madam, to take a laſt farewell: 


you have beauty, and I am human; and after theſe 
convictions, ſhould the dangerous flame again kindle, 


I mult fin away all hopes of forgiveneſs from God or 


man. Make what reparation you can to the beſt of 
_ huſbands by your future conduct: *tis the laſt advice 
you will receive from "THE UNHAPPY CELADON. 


| LETTER xI. 
To my Lord; from à Stateſman. 


Ny OUR commands are very obliging, in giving me an 


opportunity to be impertinent, by entering into a 


detail of my ſolitary amuſements, in this abſolute retreat 
from all the polite and agreeable part of ſociety. It is 
well I have your gracious indulgence to talk of myſelf, 
and be the hero of my own romance; for, without 


+ + po Vanity, 
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vanity, I meet nothing here more conſiderable; nor is 
it without juſtice that I claim the privilege of perſon- 
ating the ſuperior part in the drama, | 
Indeed I was never more ſenſible of my own dignity ; 
abſtract from buſineſs or diverſion, my mind retires 
within itſelf, where it finds treaſures till now undiſco— 
vered, capacities formed for infinite objects, defires 
that ſtretch themſelves beyond the limits of this wide 
creation in ſearch of the great original of life and plea- 
ture: I find new powers exerting their energy, {ome 
latent exerciſes, which till now I have been a ſtranger 
to, TI have indeed heard from the men who teach ſuch 
holy fables, (as I then thought them) that the ſoul was 
immortal, and capable of celeſtial joys; but I rather 
wiſhed, than believed, theſe tranſporting truths, and 
put them on a level with the poets roſy bowers, their 
myrtle ſhades, and ſoft Elyſian fields; but now I am 
convinced of their evidence, and triumph in the pri- 
vileges of my own being. I rejoice to think that the 


moment I begun to exiſt, I entered on an eternal ſtate, 


and commenced a duration, that ſhall run parallel to 
that of the ſupreme and ſelf-exiſtent mind, 
This proſpe& animates me with a divine anbieten 


and caſts a reproach on all created glory: the world 


vuaniſhes, its charms and ſoft allurements are no more; 


a veil is caſt on mortal beauty, the ſpell i is broken, the 


enchantment diſſolved. 

| You ſmile, I know, and take this for an imaginary 
triumph, a fort of cowardly inſult, in the abſence of 
an enemy. You will tell me this contempt of gran- 
deur appears with an ill grace in one that has the poſ- 
ſeſſion of a ſplendid poſt in the government; but this, 


my Lord, is what has given me a juſt opinion of the 


world, and of myſelf: a conſtant ſeries of ſucceſs and 
: proſperity has convinced me, that the whole creation 


cannot make me bleſt: my ambitious deſigns have 


never been diſappointed; in love, by a ſtrange caprice 
of the ſex, I have been always fortunate; but what- 
ever pirafure I Ps the enjoyment always unde- 
| ceived 


od 


„. 2 
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ceived or diſguſted me : ſometimes I was too wiſe, and 


7 ſometimes too capricious, to be pleaſed. | 


Why am I not at reſt? Why cannot theſe objects 


ſatisfy, or at leaſt delude me with a dream of happi- 
neſs? Why muſt I fo exactly balance the weight of evil, 
that mingles with every good? Had II thele reflecting 
Powers to make me thus nicely miſerable? I am rea- 
ſoning away all the ſatis faction of human life, and 


growing wiſe to deſperation; I cannot ſo much as 


amuſe myſelf with an airy hope: I have tried all the 
\ vanities below the ſun, and there is no novelty left to 

flatter me; I know the utmoſt that beauty and great- 
neſs can give, and am cured of love and ambition by 
experimental evidence. | 


What a paradiſe, what laſting joys, did I promiſe 


myſelf in the poſſeſſion of the admired Aſpaſia ? The 


yielding beauty by granting my defires, loſt my eſteem ; 


her charms vaniſhed, her wit was impertinence, and 
her artifice diſguſted me. This put a period to my 
gallantries: the women were no longer angels, but 


mere erring mortals, with whom I converſed on a level, 


without any temptation to idolatry. Balls and aflem- 
blies, dancing and dreſs, were no longer the ſubjects 


of my ſerious application, nor the ſupreme deſign of 


my being: I no longer intereſted myſelf in the ſucceſs 


of any modiſh entertainment; with great moderation 1 
heard the grand controverſy who ſung beſt, Cuzzoni or 


Fauſtina; and I left the important truth to be decided 


by more capable judges. I yielded an implicit aſſent 
to every well-dreſt critick, who affirmed Mrs. -------- 
was the beſt actreſs of Polly in the Beggars Opera 
and never betrayed any intemperate zeal, or breach of 
charity, againſt thoſe who diſſented: I knew every 
beau and fine lady in Great Britain had a right to 
judge for themſelves ; and that being too poſitive might _ 
endanger the public peace. = „„ 
But theſe ſoft follies were only diſcarded for more 
ſpecious vanities: diſtinction and power, titles and 
equipage, now employed my thoughts; ambition took 


- 
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gal poſſeſton of my ſoul :—I reached the envied height, 


and made myſelf gloriouſly miſerable, The period 
from whence I reſolved to date my happineſs, begun 
with diſtruſt and anxiety : inſtead of friends I found 
myſelf ſurrounded with flatterers, and mercenary Ge- 


pendents: impatient, and fatigued with the crowd, I 


ſometimes withdrew to my apartment, and in ſolitary 
grandeur tried what joys the contemplation on my qua- 
lity and titles could give z----- © The Moſt Noble; 


The Right Honourable !---Ye potent words!“ I cried, 


* where is your energy !----Ye mighty ſounds, that 


once fired my foul! where is your accuſtomed force? 


Have ye no pleaſing magic to itil] the tempeſt within? 
Ye boaſted names of truſt and power! why can ye no 
longer recreate my ſpirits, nor iolace my moments of 
leiture and retirement? Is there nothing in the glittering 
coronet, this popular toy, to divert me? while J am ſur- 


_ rounded with the pageantries of ſtate, and lee ſo many 
badges of my own dignity, why does not my mind 


elate itſelf, and brighten into ecitaly ?? One would 


think it impoſſible to be ſplenetic, with theſe fine pa- 
negyrics and elegant dedications lying betore me: 


here I find myſelf a hero, a wit, a handſome man, a 


virtuoloz and to ſum up all, an univerſal bleſſing to 
_ mankind. This darling theme, this catalogue . Sts 

own good qualities, one would imagine, thould glad- 
den my heart, and give me {ome vivacity; and yet 


really, my Lord, as agreeable as the ſuhject of my 


own merit 18, it would hardly have kept me awake, if 

the vexations of tate had not done it. 

Muy late indiſpofition has given me a juſt excu'e to 
withdraw from pablic affairs. I have found 4 roman- 
tic retreat, ſurrounded with a charming variety of 
woods, open lawns, and flowery vales, in their uncul- 


tivated beauty: here I rove vnattended and free, with 


no circumttance of grandeur, but, the conſciouſneſs of 
a reaſonable and immortal being. I have the joy to 
find I can ſtand on my own legs, and move from place 
to place with a ſpontaneous motion, without the aſſiſt- 
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ance of a painted machine, the prudence of my coach- 
man, and the vigour of my horſes. 


I have tried what delights were to be found in mad- 


neſs and folly, and am now in purſuit of what wiſdom 
and philoſophy can yield. In the fair creation I trace 


an Almighty Power, and fee the immenſe Divinity 

- impreſſed on all his works. Inſpired with a charming 

enthuſiaſm, I addreſs the great Spirit of nature in theſe 
ſoliloquies: e | 


Ye woods and wilds receive me to your ſhade! 
Theſe fill retreats my contemplation aid; | 
From mortals flying to your chaſte abode, 

Let me attend th'inſtructive voice of God! 

He ſpeaks in all, and is in all things found; 

I hear him, I perceive him all around; 

In nature's lovely and unblemiſhed face. 

With joy his ſacred lineaments I trace. 

O glorious Being! O ſupremely fair! 

How free, how perfect thy productions are 
Forgive me, while with curious eyes I vie- 
Thy works, and boldly thus thy ſteps purſue : 

The filent valley, and the lonely grove _ 

1 haunt; but oh! 'tis thee I ſeek and love: 
Tis not the chant of birds, nor whiſp'ring breeze, 
But thy ſoft voice I ſeek among the trees : 

Invoking thee, by ſilver ſtreams I walk, 

To thee in ſolitary ſhades I talk: En 

I ſpeak thy dear-lov'd name, nor ſpeak in vain; 
Kind echces lòng the plealing ſound retain, 

Reviving ſweets the op'ning flow'rs diſcloſe, 

Fragrant the violet, and the budding roſe; 
But all their balmy ſweets from. thee they ſteal, 

And ſomething of thee to my ſenſe reveal. 

Fair look the ſtars; and fair the morning ray, 

When firſt the fields their painted ſcenes diſplay; 
Glorious the ſun in his meridian height! | 

And yet, compared to thee, how faint the light! 
Ador'd Artificer! What ſkill divine! BH 

What wonders in the wide creation ſhine! 
| \ "Order and majeſty adorn the whole, 

Beauty and life, and thou th' inſpiring ſoul : 


- 


Whatever 
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Whatever grace or harmony's expreſs'd 
On all thy works, the God is there confeſs d. 
But, oh! from all thy works how ſmall a part, 
o human minds, is known of what thou art! 
Fancy gives o'er it's flight in ſearch of thee; 
Our thoughts are loſt in thy immenſity. 


The thoughts are my own, but I am madeſt enougl. 
to confeſs the cadence and rhime are borrowed; and a 
you are a patron of the Mules, I believed the har- 
mony would pleaſe you; but you are certainly over- 


joyed to find the rapture is finiſhed z and that, after 


this elevation, IJ am compoſed enough to ſubſcribe my- 
ſelf, your Lordſhip" s moſt devoted bumble ſervant, 


LETTER XII. | 
To Myrvill from a Phyſician, giving him an Account 
e his falling in leve with a  Jair Stranger . 
MY DEAR MYRTILLO, 
THE engagement I am under, to attend the Earl of 
in his illneſs, will detain me longer in the 
country than 1 deſign'd | nor is this the only motive 
that has kept me here, 
I can conceal nothing of importance, without 2 
breach of that confidence I have in you; nor can I 
deny mytelf the pleaſure of telling the tender ory of 
my care, 
Vou will be ſurprized, that the perſon who converſed 
in the Mall, the Play-houſe, and Opera, with ſuch 
indifference, ſhould turn lover in the country; but it 
is a ſerious truth, and will not admit of ralllery: all 
my earthly happineſs is in ſuſpente, and Sepends on 
the ſucceſs of this paſſion. 

Nor will you cenſure me, when I tell you that my 
conqueror is the lovely ſtranger, that appeared in 
public laſt winter with the Ducheſs of ———. I did 
not ſee her then; and if I had, buſineſs or diverſion 
might have guarded me from the ſoft ſurprize: but all 
nature, every alluring circumſtance, conſpired here to 
yanguiſh. and enchant me. ht 
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eonducted to the apartment of my patient, who proved 
the lovely woman I had ſeen in my laſt ramble; ſhe was 
ſitting in a chair, pale and negligent, but perfectly 

graceful in the height of her diſorder. 
No words can expreſs my grief, when I found the 
ſymptoms of her diſtemper fatal: indeed the diſtraction 


? 
15 


oh of my mind was ſo remarkable, that ſhe could not but 
as oblerve it; and perceiving her own danger in my con- 
ar. cern, ſhe aſked me, without the leaſt emotion, if I was 
er. ſurprized to find her mortal?“ but ſhe defired me, 


„ fince, it was a truth of which ſhe was entirely con- 
vinced, to ſpeak my opinion without the leaſt flattery 
| or caution,” 75 . 8 . | 
R. This true greatneſs of mind confirmed my eſteem, 
and heightened my concern for her lite: but I was in 
the laſt exigence what to reply; I durſt not flatter her 


_ in the common ſtrain of my profeſſion, nor could I imi- 
tate that inſenſibility which the young heroine acted, 
af in an event on which the future happineſs of my lite 
ke depended. OT Tongs ; N 
os I was aſhamed to weep ; but while ſorrow kept me 
5 ſilent, the dying beauty told me, ſome intervals of diſ- 
_ order the lately felt, had made the darkneſs of the 
7 grave, and the ſolemnity of a death-bed, familiar ſcenes 
of to her imagination. Waiting for my laſt hour,” added 
| ſhe, © without conſternation, I find this mortal ſtructure 
9 ſinking into the duſt; but methinks I find the nobler 
73 powers of my ſoul Kindling into life and immortality.“ 
A What are the laurels and trophies of conquerors, 
U compared to this ſcene of triumph, which now I could 
have envied? But my charming patient deſired ſhe 


might try to reſt, and I retired, reſolving not to go 
y from the houſe till I ſaw the event. She lay as if ſhe 
: | Nlept till the morning, when I was haſtily called, and 
| found her paſt all hopes, but of a few hours life: 
1 . | 

: ber ſenſes were perfect, and a fort of languiſhing beauty 
1 adorned her face, charming beyond all the vivacity 


: of health, | 
| Theſe were ſome of her laſt words, uttered with a 
| 1 | faint 


8 LETTERS MORAL | 
faint but pleaſing accent, the {ound of which I ſha: 
never forget. 

O Death! how haſt thou diſguiſed thy terrors, and 
put on an angel's form to approach me! What wel- 
come, what tranſporting tidings, haſt thou broug!* 
me! I come, thou kind meſſenger of my liberty and 
happineſs; I obey thy gentle invitation.” 

When ſhall the curtain fall, and theſe bleſt eyes 

Meet all the dazz'ling wonders of the ſkies ? 

Oh, rend the hated veil, and take away 

The dull partition of this brittle Clay? ! 

Come, heavenly day, which ne'er ſhall ſee a cloud! 
Come, chearing ſmiles, from the bright face of God, 


] ee, methinks, the glimmering of celeſtial light, 


and bleſs the dawning of everlaſting day; the ſhadows 
are flying, and the heavens opening their inmoſt glories 
before me: in a few moments I ſhall enter the bliſsful 
habitations, the dazzling receſſes of the Moſt High, 
whom I ſhall - behold in full perfection, exalted in 


majeſty, and complete in beauty: my hopes are un- 


bounded, I fee no limits to my expectations; for in 
his prelence is fulneſs of; joy, and at his a -hand 
are pleaſures for evermore. 

With thele tranſporting ſcenes before me, what 
_ glorious mortal could excite my envy ? What ſcene of 
pleaſure could the whole creation diſplay to tempt 
me back ? The dark dominions of death, which I am 
paſſing through, not a captive, but a conqueror, 
through the ſtrength of my victorious Redeemer, who 
has led in triumph all the powers of darknels. Mil- 


lions of ages of happineſs are before me; the proſpect. 


ſtretches to an unmeaſurable length; my foul preſſes 
forward, and calls eternity itlelt her own.“ 
At theſe words, cloſing her eyes, with a ſimile ſhe 


reſigned her breath, and left me, your moſt unhappy. 


friend, . | LEANDER, 


LETTER 


F 
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LETTER XIV. 
From Myrtilla to Hermione, giving an Account of the 
fatal Ewent of her Brother's Pagion for fer. 
MY DEAR HERMIONE. | 
1 Hope my laſt letter prepared you for the melancholy 
tidings, which this brings you of my brother's 
death. I know the relation will heighten your grief 
and renew my own ſorrow; but reafon ſignifies no- 
thing, and proves but an empty name, in the trant- 


port of ſuch a tender paſſion, as now poſſelles all my 


tou]. 

After the fatal time that my rotor had extorted a 
promiſe from my brother, and charged him on his 
bleſſing never to ſee you more, I perceived an alteration 
in the gaiety of his temper, with a viſible decay of 
his hea wor I could hardly perſuade mylelt love 
was the cadſe, imagining the ſoft paſſion in a youth of 
eighteen was eaſily diverted from one fair object to 
another. | 

I was confirmed in this, by his obliging and ſub- 
miſſive behaviour to my father, whoſe conduct in this 
affair was arbitrary and ſevere; nor could ] forbear 
making ſome lecret reproaches, on ſuch a rigorous 
impolition, where there could be no objection made 
but.to your fortune. 

iowever, filial affection was certainly my brother's 
governing principle, and he {till found ſome plauſible 
exculcs tor that ſevere command, which cut off the 
br tet hopes he had of any earthly happineſs: his 
piety always filenced my reſentments, and pleaded my 


43 father” s abſolute right to diſpoſe of him. 


But as much as he endeavoured to diſguiſe his paſ- 
ſion from me, the incloſed will convince you of the 
inward anguiſh of his mind, which he gave me the da 
before he died, and charged me not to read it till his 
eyes were cloſed in death. 

My father, in the utmoſt diſtreſs, looked on the ex- 
piring youth, but durſt not examine into a ſecret, 


which would have given him the extremeſt regret to 


12 1 dl aver, 
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diſcover. My brother perceived his concern, and gave 
him all the conſolation he could, by owning his pater- 


5 nal care of his principles and actions; and returned 5 
5 him the moſt pathetic acknowledgements, for the re- \ 
4 ſtraints his authority had put on ſome of his youthful 
1 follies. My father obſerved the kind intention of this os 
. =" pb which ſtill added to the anguiſh of his = 
= foul. 10 
© Be ſatisfied, my dear father," ſaid the dying youth, wy 
© be ſatisfied with the determinations of Heaven: I 
might have dragged out a long inglorious life, loaded . 
with infamy and guilt.” i 
Then, taking me by the hand, with a heavenly 825 
ſmile on his face, he ſaid---* Allows, my dear ſiſter; I e 
am rather falling into a gentle ſleep than dying: I feel _— 
| no pain, and all within 1s peaceful and calm.“ And 4 lee 
- then cloling his eyes, with a ſoft voice he regents ; del 
theſe words, and with them reſigned his breath, 5 
The angels call, they call me from above, | vin 
| | And bid me haſten to the realms of love. = "Ga 
1 My ſoul with tranſport hears the happy doom; 1 
q I come, ye gentle meſſengers, I come! | 
; Farth flies, with all the 1 it has in ſtore, pay. 
| It's ſnares and gay temptations are no more. = 
I While Heav'n appears, and the propitious ſkies 1 k 
0 Unveil their inmoſt glories to my eyes, 1 fili: 
To mortals and their hopes I bid adieu, | ſac 
WE gu And aſk no more the riſing ſun to view; cere 
For oh! the light himſelf, with rays divine, „po 
Breaks in, and God's eternal day is mine. cov 
4 | After this moving ſtory, whether I ought in pru- dea 
7 | dined to let you ſee the incloſed, I cannot determine; ma 
1 but it is not in my power to keep it a ſecret from my : ſou] 
moſt faithful friend. It will hey brother's height ard. 
1 ol virtue, in commanding a paſſion ſo tender and fatal, and 
i I am unalterably yours, MyR1ILLa. Ori 
This is the letter he gave me ſealed the day before the 
he died, with a charge not to Opry” it till after he was, un 


dead: | | To 3 


ru- 
ne; 


my 


ght 
tal. 
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fore 
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| | To Myrtilla. 
MY DEAR SISTER, | 


F \ HATEVER care have taken hitherto to conceal 


my folly, I now confeſs it, that the fatal effect 

may warn you from giving up yourſelf to the govern- 
ment of an immodcrate paſſion. It was this that hat- 
tened my carl9<deſtiny, and cut off the noble ends of 
my lite, | ö 4 
My love to the beautiful Hermione was ſuch an 


enchantment, that all the motives of reaſon and religion 


could not free me from it: the improvements ot art 
and nature, the love of my country, and. the public 


welfare, had no ſhare in my thoughts: my piety was 
 enzrvated, and the important end of my being neg- 


lected: I lived, and moved, and acted with no other 


deſign, but to pleaſe the caprice of my fair tyrant : 


Jill my father, with the higheſt reaſon, endeavoured 
to reſcue me from the inglorious ſlavery, I was con- 
vinced of the kindneſs of his intention, and how much 
he conſulted my honour and advantage, in putting me 


under a ſolemn obligation, never to lee the object of 
my dotage more. 8 | 


With the utmoſt violence to my tender inclination 


IT kept my promiſe, and fell a victim to the ties of 
_ filial piety and truth. What regard I paid to thoſe 
ſacred names, Heaven was my witneſs, and how fin- 
cerely J ftroye to ovnquer the unhappy paſhon that 

poſſeſſed me. Aided by a Power Divine, I at laſt re- 


covered my reaſon, but my health hourly declined, and 


death is now advancing to releaſe me from all the re 
mainders of error and tolly : the ſoft affections of my 
ſoul will be perfectly refined into a noble and fexaphic 
ardour; J am going to the fruition of immortal beauty, 
and unmingled pleaſure; I ſhall gaze on the bright 
Original of all that's excellent and lovely; I ſhall hear 
the voice of uncreated harmony, 1 | 
unutterable extaſy to my foul. 


peaking peace and 


Adieu, my dear Myrtilla, my much loved ſiſter ! May 


| | angels watch your ſteps, and keep you in the paths of 


3 virtue! 
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virtue! Make it your ſtudy to ſoften my father's cares, | 
and add no ſorrow to his hoary age: I fear he will 
carry his grief for me to the grave; but oh! let him 
never know the excels of my folly. I charge you not 
to ſhew him a word of this letter, nor once refle& on 


his well-meant ſeverity, Farewell, till we meet in the 
bliſsful realms of love. e 


LETTER XV. 


To Mr. 

SIR, | 
TH inſtances of heathen virtue that you have col- 
lected, have ſomething in them, I confeſs, noble 
and ſurprizing; and your eloquence has ſet them in 
their full luſtre and magnitude: but there is a Name, , 
the Chriſtian boaſt and hope, that darkens all human 
glory, and which, with a ſort of pious inſult, may be 
oppoſed to the moſt accompliſhed of your heroes. 
The poem I have encloled on this lofty ſubject, is 
a paraphraſe on Mr. Craſhaw's Hymn to the Name of 


Jesus, and there is little alteration of any thing, but 
the language.“ 


| A Hymn to the Name of Jeſus. 


AWAKE, my ſoul! my glory riſe and ſing! 
Awake, and all thy ſacred ardour bring! 
While for unuſual flight I ſpread a tow'ring wing: 

Awake, my lute! proud of thy glorious theme, 
Let each harmonious ſtring 
Tremble with rapt'rous JOY» and ſpeak the mighty name? 
| Aſſiſt me, ev'ry gentle found, 
Which ſtudious art has found ; 
You that ſpeak with filver 12, 26 | 
Or ſwell with tuneful breath, 
And lend the coward wings, 
To meet the face of death ; 
You that in the rural ſtrain, 
Echo thro' the peaceful plain, 
Delight the groves and charm the 0 ſwain; 


With 


me! 


vi 


| Whoſe accents to the ranſom'd world proclaim 
Salvation, and immeaſurable grace, | 
Peace and good will to all the human race; 
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With you that various joys afford, 1 0 
Touch'd by a ſkilful hand, 
Which can the pow'rs of harmony command, 
And dance with graceful art along the tuneful chord. 
| You that with vocal mulic pleaſe the ear, 
Your choiceſt ſtrains prepare; 
The ſprings which move our inmoſt thoughts you know, 
And can their fierceſt rage controul, 
While from your lips torrents of pleaſures flow, 
And overwhelm the ſoul. 
Let all that Nature graceful calls, or ſweet, 
In the glorious concert meet! 
> Purling ſtreams, and falling floods, 
Sighing winds, and whiſp'ring woods! 
Let ev'ry bird of tuneful throat 
Join his free ungovern'd note; | 
| While hills and valleys catch the ſacred ſtrain, 
And cverlaſting echoes the bleſt ſound retain! 
With J=svs we begin, his charming name 
Shall fill the ſpacious ſong, 
And yield an endleſs theme. 
To ev'ry note the joyful word we'll place, 
Our ſoft preludiums this alone ſhall grace, 
And ev'ry cadence artfully prolong. 
New ſmiles already nature wears, 
All blooming looks and gay; . 
The brighten'd ſun crown'd with freſh beams appearh 
And darts a clearer ray. | 
Tranſporting name! 


A purchas'd heav'n and open paradiſe, 

Unbounded joys and never-ending bliſs. 
Stupendous love! 

Can man for this ungrateful prove? 

Jxsuvs the Saviour! what rebellious knee 

Would not a ready homage pay to thee ? 
The martyrs glorious train, 

The noble votaries of old, 

In records of immortal fame enroll'd, | 

Wore on their breaſts nſcrib'd, thy mighty name: 


- 
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this, with ſacred fortitude inſpir'd, 
With heavenly zeal and tranſport fir'd, 
They ran upon the pointed Iprar, 
And leap'd into the flame; 
Nor death could in a ſhape appear, 
But what with open arms they met, 
Deipiſing all that rage could do, or proudeſt tyrants 
threat, 
Not bell itſelf their conſtancy ſhould ſhake, 
Its deepeſt ſtratagems they break, 
Its wildeſt fury trampled down, 
38 And ſeiz'd with conqu'ring hands the everlaſting crown. 
[ Jesvs the ſignal for the fight they choſe, 
(5 And gave a glorious onſet to their foes : 

In vain the pow'rs of earth and hell oppoſe: 
Jzsus, our conqu'ring chief! they cry'd 
Jzsvs! aloud the ſounding ſkies reply'd. 

Exalted Name! 
From thee the burning ſeraphs catch their Hewes. 

JEsus the God! 'tis they alone can tell, 

What treaſures in that title dwell. 
_ You happy ſpirits, that feel iis emphaſis, 
By this you ſtand confirmed in bliſs, _ 
And know what boundleſs joys are ſtor'd 
In this important word. 
The glorious ſubject only ſuits | 
The high ſtrain'd notes of your immortal lutes, 
Then join the choir, 
You bright muſicians of the ſkies, 
And with a well proportion'd fire 
. Inſt: u&& us how to riſe. 
= Let your bleſt harps th'imperfeR lay prolong,” 
W i; 5 19 the bold deſign, and cloſe th* advem'rous ſong. 


8 LETTER XVI. 
; Lady Jane Gray to Lord Guilford Dudley. 

. | Os WITH anguiſh that no force of words can tell, 

In thele ſad lines I take my laſt farewell. 

Could I with leſs reluctance part from thee, 
Approzching death had no ſurprize for me; 

That ſolemn proſpett ſhould my thoughts oF 
And baniſh ev'ry tender ſcene of } joy: 
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But thou doſt ſtill return upon my ſoul; _ | 


What force the ſoft temptation ean controul ? 

I meet thee ſtil reſiſtleſs in thy charms, 

Sigh on thy breaſt, and languiſh in thy arms. 
Oh, Guilford! 'tis no wretched love of life 

That fills my thoughts with this uneaſy trite, 

The flatt'ring blandiſhments of youthful years, 

A promis'd kingdom, nor my country's tears; 


For thee alone I'd live, for thee alone 


I took the fatal proffer of a crown, 
No fond ambition ſtain'd my guiltleſs mind, 


nſpir'd with paſſions of a gentler kind: 


With thee I would have choſe ſome calm retreat, 


Far from the dull formalities of ſtate; 
| How careleſs, how ſerene my fleeting hours 
Had paſs'd in ſhady walks, and fragrant bow'rs, 


Pleas'd with the murmurs of a ſmooth caſcade, 
Or near ſome chryſtal fountain, while it play'd, 


pon its flow'ry verge with thee reclin'd, 


My voice I to the melting lute had join'd, 

And ſooth'd thy foul with gentle ſtrains of love, 

Anſwer'd by all the muſic of the grove. Ex 
Where rove my thoughts? - Aſſiſt me, grace divine! 

This laſt, this darling object, to reſigg ss 


Forgive this frailty of my tender years, 


This guilty fondnels, and theſe female tears. 

Yet Heav'n my witneſs ſtands, I would not buy 
Ev'n Guildford's life, with one inglorious lye ; 
Nor dare my tongue, for all theſe ample ſkies 
Contain, the form of ſacred truth diſguiſe, 


Be Rome! be hell! in their revengeful pride, 


Their flames! their racks, and tort'ring arts defy'd ; 
A thouſand glorious witneſſes have ſtood 1 


For this great cauſe, and ſeal'd it with their blood. 5 


Thou conqu' ring Leader of a ſhining train 


Of martyrs, for thy teſtimony ſlain! 


In thy victorious Name I dare engage 
The utmoſt force of perſecuting rage: 
To men! to angels, be my ſoul unveil'd, 


Nor any part of heav'nly truth conceal'd! 


The glorious cauſe that animates my breaſt, 
My lips with holy triumph ſhall atteſtʒ 
1 „ a Atteſt 


- 
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Atteſt it with my laſt expiring breath, | 
And ſmile on ail the ſolemn pomp of death, 
But darker ſcenes before my fancy riſe, 


And nature, vanquiſh'd, ſinks in the ſurpriſe: 


To ſhake my utmoſt virtue, 'tis decreed, 
That thou to Rome muſt firit a victim bleed, 
How ſhall thy wretched wife that ſtroke ſurvive! 
An hour beyond will be an age to live. 
But, Guilford. keep thy ſacred truth unſtain'd, 
Aud halt my immortality i is gain'd, 
Ye virgin farints, that in your early bloom, 
From c1uel tyrants met a fatal doom, 
That dy'd the honour of the Chriſtian faith, 
And boldiy trod the ſame illuſtrious path! 
To animate the youthful ſuff*rer's breaſt, 
Appear in all your heav'nly glories dreſt; 
Shew him your ſpark'ling crowns, the bright reward 
For luch diltinguiſhes conſtancy prepar'd; 
Open your roſy bowr's, your bliſsful ſeats, 
Your gardens of delight, and ſoft retreats, 
Where gentle gales ambroſial odouis blow, 
And ip:ings of joy in endleſs currents flow; 
With ſmiling vifions recreate his foul, 
And ev'ry doubting anxious thought controul, 
ALE SER AV: 
Lord Guilford Dudley to Lady Jane Gray. 
N AY ev'ry waichtul angel guard thy life! | 
My lovely princets, and my charming wife! 
For thee 1 importune the ſkies with pray'rs, - 
And waſte the tedious hours in gloomy cares. 
Were I from all the world but thee confin'd, 
I'd call my ſtars propitious ſtill, and kind; 
Theſe priſon walls would prove a ſafe retreat 
From all the reſtleſs factions of the great. 
Sink, curii ambition, to thy native hell! 
And with iny kindred fiends for ever dwell! 
Were I, my fair, again poſſeſs'd of thee, 
What toys were kingdoms, and their crowns to me 
Inglorious in ſome bliſsful ſhades I'd prove 
The ſilent joys of unmoleſted love. 
Why was thy birth derived from ancient kings; ? 
Our mis'ry from this fatal greatneſs ſprings : 
| Indulger: 


eward 
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Indulgent love a gentler lot deſign' d, 
Nor form'd for public cares thy gultleſs mind; 
Thy thoughts were all employ'd on folter themes, 
Tender and innocent as infant's dreams : 


Aud yet—but heav'n thet title difallows— 
A crown, methouyht, look'd glorious on thy brows. 
In ev'ry look, in all thy graceful mien, 


The brighteſt rays of. majelty were ſeen: 

Imperial beauty ſparkled in thy eyes; 

I gaz'd with ecſtaſy, and new ſurprize ; 1 

A thouſand times I preſs'd thy lovely hand: 

And cry'd—**'Twas form'd a ſceptrè to command l“ 
But theſe gay ſcencs for ever take their flight, 


Like ſome Fantalicc viſion of the night, 


O! could my death the angry queen appeaſe. 
Could that alone a raging faction pleaſe, 
Unterrified I'd meet the public ſtorm, 
And challenge death in N dreadiul form, 
But oh! what horrors riſe !—-thy tender life! 
What wou'd I ſpeak? my lov'd, my beauteous wife; 
What counſel can thy wretched huſband give? 
On any terms I tain would have thee live. 
Forgive my ſtagg*ring faith, my coward heart, 


My better thoughts Hiſclaim this ſhameful part. 
What courſe can my diſtracting paſſions take, 


When thou, when truth, when heaven itlelf's at lake? 
To endleſs darkneſs would I drag thee down, 
And poorly rob thee of a martyr's crown? 
May Heav'n forbid !—1'lI be thy joyful guide, 
Nor ſhal! the fatal ſtroke our fouls divide. 

O death! where is thy boaſted conqueſt now ? 
Where are the frowns and terrors of thy brow ? 
Thou hatt an angel's heav'nly form and air, 
Pleaſures and graces in thy train appear: 

Ten thouſand kind tranſporting ſcenes ariſe; 
Oh, come, my fair! they call ns to the lies. 


| . lk thee, in nature's early pride, 


Undaunted for their ſacred faith have dy'd; 
With their, with all th' illuſtrious names of old, 


The Brick slorp, thine (hall be inroll'd. 
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LETTER XVIIL 
c 


MADAM, 


I Cannot ſay you have turned me into an angel; | 


have too much modeſty to compliment you or my lei: 
with ſuch miracles; but you have certainly given an 
elevation to my mind, which I never before experi- 


enced : and without any deſign, but doing you juſtice, 


I may own that from a ſavage, I am become human; 
and from a libertine, regular and conſiſtent; from a 


lover, you have metamorphoſed me into a reaſonable 


creature. However odd this confeſſion appears, this 
is making you a greater complimenc than ſwearing 
you have made me a Junatic, and a madman. It 1s 
more glorious for you, to be valued by a man in his 


right ſenſes, than to be ſtared at by one quite out ot 
his wits: my being more reaſonable, does not argus 
that you are leſs amiable, Fo | 


For inward greatneſs, unaffected wiſdom, 
And ſanctity of manners, improve your charms. 


| You have convinced me, that Virtue is more than 
an empty name, that it is the moſt ſacred reality, I 


fee, I acknowledge, the bright Divinity: ſbe inſults. 


my infidelity by a thouſand modern inſtances of her 
power; among the youthful and mature, the gentle 
and ſevere, he boaſts her votaries: Virtue retires nc 
more to cottages and cells, but, ſecure of public 
triumph and applauſe, /e makes the Britiſh court hr 
imperial refidence. 3 . 
The Goddeſs all her glorious ſelf appears, 
When CaroLinaA's royal form ſhe wears, 
With ev'ry conqu'ring charm /e ſtands reveal'd, 
_ While ſubje& hearts their glad allegiance yield, 


Long may this propitious Queen be the joy an 
boait of a great and happy nation! You find I an 
_ grown public-ſpirited: it is you have given this gene- 

„„ e rous 


Addiſon. 
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to change my tile in my own defence: 
6 intelligible, in aſſuring vou I a am, without reſerve, Ma- 
dam, your moſt devoted, and moſt humble ſervant, 
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rous ardour to my fonl, and kindled the fincereit zeal 
tor the honour of my king and coun'ry. I grow im- 
patient to draw my word in their defence, aud would 
commence the hero: not will I diſſemble the truth, 
but freely own to you, that in my {tate of infidelity, 

my bravery was all affected, and often di guiled the 
moſt {lavith terrors. 

I perceive, Madam, it is my own panegyric 1 am 
writing, rather than yours. Inuced, my character gan- 


not be in better hands; I have certainly done mylelf 


Juſtice, and been punctual in the recital of my good 
qualities; and with great modeſty have thoug bt ft to 


propoſe myſelf as an example of the reformation of 


manners. 
You will conciuds I am in a dilpof: tion to write a 


moral ellay, rather than a love-letter, which was really 


my prime intention; but you have ridiculed all my 
figures of rhetoric on that fbi et. ſo that I am forced 
bu! 1 pe 1 am 


ALBANUS, 
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LETTER I. 


MADAM, 

II. is certainly better for yourſelf, and more for the 
ſecurity of mankind, that you ſhould live in {ome 

rural abode, than appear in the world; ſuch perfor: 

as you are fatal to the public tranquillity, and do mi!. 


chief without ever deſigning it: but I muſt own, when 


belles and beaus retire to country ſhades for the ſake 
of heavenly contemplation, the world will be well re- 


formed. A hermit's life might be tolerable, while 


the ſerious hours are divided between Hyde- Park and 
the Opera; but a more diſtant retreat in the full pride 
of your charms and youth, would be very extraordi- 
nary, To be convinced by fo early experience tha: 
mankind are amuſed only with dreams and fantaſtic 


appearances, muſt proceed from a ſuperior degree ol 


virtue and good ſenſe. After a thoutand convictions 
of the vanity of their purſuits, how few Know the em- 
Phafis of theſe few lines ! 


Sweet ſolitude! when life's gay hours are all 
Howe'er we range, in thee we fix at laſt; 
 Tofs'd thro? tempeſtuous ſeas (the voyage o er) | 
Pale, we look back and blets the friendly ſhore. 
Our own {tri& judges, our paſt life we ſcan, 
And aſk if virtue has enlarg'd the ſpan : 
If bright the proſpect, we the grave defy, 
Truſt future ages, and contented die. Ticke!. 


Nothing is, perhaps, more terrible to the i imagina- 


tion than an ab/olute ſolitude ; yet I muſt own lach a 
retreat as diſengages the mind from thote intereſts and 
paſſions which mankind generally purſue, appears te 
me the molt certain way to happineſs. Quietly 10 
withdraw from the crowd, and leave the gay and am- 
bitious to divide the honours and pleaſures of the world, 
without being a rival or competitor in any of theſe ad- 
vantages, mult leave a perſon in perfect and unenvied 


repoſe. | : D Without 
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Without any apology I am going to talk to myſelf, 
and what follows, may be properly called a digreſſion. 
Let me loſe the remembrance of this buly world, 
and hear no more of its diſtracting tumults! Ye vain 
grandeurs of the carth! Ye periſhing riches and fan- 


taſtic pleaſures | what are your proudeſt boaſts? Can 


you yield unceciying delights, joys becoming the dig- 
nity of reaſon, and the capacities of an immortal ind | ? 
Aſk the happy fpirits above at what price they value 
their enjoyments; alk them if the whole creation ſhould 
purchalz one moment's interval of their bliſs. No: 
one beam of celeſtial light obſcures the glory, and 
caſts a reproach upon ail the beauty this world can 
boaſt, | | 

This is talking in buſkins, you will think; j and in- 
deed, I may reign crowns and {ceptres, and give up 
the erandeurs of the world, with as much imaginary 


trium ph, as a hero might fight battles, and conquer 
- armies in a dream. 


In the height of this romantic inſult, I am, Madam, 


your ano, evizged h uMie ſer vant, 


LETT HS R II. 
= Ts 7. fame. 
MADAM, 


1 Am certainly dead and buried, according to your 


notions of life; interred in the lence and obicurity 


of a country retreat, far from the dear town, and all 
its joys; which, in your gay apprenenhons, cannot pro- 
perly be called living. But for me (who aſk nothing 
but eale and liberty, in order to be happy) I am wil- 


ling to inform you, I am in a ſtate of exiitence, and 


capable of the entertainment your wit would have given 
me, if you had been fo obliging as to have filled the blank 
paper you ſent: nothing could be more nicely. mali- 
cious; Nor is it poffible for you to imagine, how the 
fight of ſo much clean paper tormented me. How 
many iparkling things could you have writ, and not 
exhauſted your ſock, nor got the vapours by over- 
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fludying yourlelt! But I hope you will make me 
ſome reparation by the length ot your next. I will not 
inſiſt on your writing tenie or reaſon, if that will be any 
Privilege to you: but though nonſenſe from you would 
be a great novelty, it would coft you ſo much pains to 


write it, thai I am afraid you would fend me a ſhorter 


epiſtle than your laſt. I am, Madam, Mur yg obe- 
dient, Cc. 5 
LEI TE R III. 
J the ſame. 

HAVE neglected writing ſo long, that T am almoſt 

aſnamed to own I am ill alive: I ought to have 
died in pure civility, which would have been the only 
ſufficient excuſe for my fence. But reaily, Madam, 
it cotis me more pains to indite an epiſtle to you, than 


it would to write a book to ſome fort of readers; and 
I caunct help wilting I had more wit, or you a great 


deal lets, 

Your-prohibition of Lilliput paper will drive me to 
great extremities 3 and, what I moſt fear, will often 
prove a ſevere excrcile to the patience of my gentle 
reader. I am reduced to a neceſfity of talking of this 
world, or the next: for the zext, you are ſo happy at 
preſent, that vou may not be a ways diſpoſed to think 


of ſo ſolemn a ſabject; and tor this, I am entirely ig- 


norant : my converſation is confined to whiſpering trees 


and murmuring brooks, and I cannot give you the 


leaſt intelligence of what paſſes among mortals. 
My fate, Madam, is juſt the reverie of yours : you 


had a great many things in your head, but wanted pa- 


per; I have clean paper enough, but nothing at all in 


my head; tis a vacuum, a diſmal emptineſs; and un- 


Jeſs I fill the blank paper with a curious flourith of a 


true lover's knot, I mutt ſubſcribe, Madam, your m0(! 
obliged, humble fer want, 
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LET I-E-K-1V. 
To the ſame. 
MADAM, 
FRE <5 fſylvan ſcenes never appeared more beautiful, 
(not even in Mr. Pope's Paſtorals) than in thoſe 


ſoft lines you encloſed; I hope you will find all the 


Joys taat peace and 1 innocence can give, in your charm- 


ing retreat. Your deſcription has led my imagination 


through a thouſand enchanting icenes; I with you may 
long enjoy thole fine walks you are contriving z not 


that I with you may lee as many returning tprings, as 


the fair damſels before the Deluge, when an 'infulting 


beauty might take fitty years deliberation to anſwer a 
_ billet- ous, and act the tyrant five hundred years, in 
the full pride of her charms, But you ſhew no ambi- 

tion at all of this nature; and I am perſuaded, it is no 


manner of mortification to you, that 3 conqueſts are 


limited to a ſhorter date. 
I am going, Madam, to put you in mind again, that 
vou are mortal, I fancy you open my letters with as 
much gravity as you would a funeral ſermon, and read | 
them with the ſame ſeriouſneſs: but you ſeem pleaſed 
with theſe ſubjects, and amid{ the brighteſt advantages 
of youth and fortune, are a reaſonable creature, as well 
as a fine lady. Theſe fort of reflections from me are 
not the vapours; Iam pretty free from the ſpleen, as 


you know all half-witted people are: but, in the gayeſt 


+ difpofition, death would have a diimal view, and wear 
ten thouland horrors, if an immortality beyond it did 
not brighten the icene. | 
Without this proſpect it would not be worth the 
While to begin a generous friendſhip : when we have 


{een a few more ſetting ſuns, (tor riſing ſuns ſome peo- 


ple never ſee) when a few more flying hours are paſt, 
with life to reſign the moſt exalted of human fatisfac- 
tions, would heighten all the horrors of the grave. 


I might with leſs trouble recommend ſome good book 


to your peruſal, and keep this divinity for my own 
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114 LETTERS TO ORA. 
ule. You will be overjoyed that I am come to a con- 


cluſion, and am, Madam, yours, Cc. 


E T TER V. 
175 the ſome. | 
MADAM, | 
TY OUR reflections on -------'s death have ſomething 


in them ſo juſt and agreeable, that I am recom- 
penſed for his lols, whatever damage the reſt ot the 


world tuffer by it. 


It plcaſes me to find you ſo often returning to a ſub. 


ject, that moſt people take ſo much pains to avoid. 1 


mortality 1s the pride and happineſs of human nature, 


why ſhould it not be mentioned with the ſame gaiet) 7 


of which we talk of other agreeable things ? The other 
world js at leait a greater novelty than this; nor is it 


ſuch a glorious round of action, to eat, to drink, and 
ſleep, that people ſhould have an averfion to think, it 


not to try, what a variety of enjoy ments a future lit. 
will give them. But to forget this, is the deſign of ai] 
the thoughtleſs amuſements the wit of man can invent. 


What Monſieur Paichal ſays, is perfectly juſt, 


* L origine de toutes les occupations tumultuaires dt; 


* This is tht ground of all the tumultuary buſineſs, 0: 
all the trifling diverſions amongſt men; in which our genc- 
Tal aim is to make the time paſs off our hands witho! 
teeling 1t, or rather without feeling ourſelves, and by get- 
ting tid of this ſmall portion of lite, to avoid inward dil. 
guſt. The foul is ſent into the body to be the fojourner of 


a few days: ſhe knows that this is but a ſtop, till ſhe may 


_ embark for eternity, and that a ſmall ſpace is allowed hes 

to prepare for the voyage, and yet this moment which rc- 
mains does ſo itrangely oppreſs and perplex her, that the 
only ſtudies how to cloſe it; ſhe feels an intolerable _ 
then in being obliged to live with herſelf, and think of 
herſelf, and therefore her principal care is to forget het- 
ſelf, and to lei this ſhort and precious moment pals away, 
without reflection, by amuſing herfelf with things Which 
prevent the notice of its ſpeed. 
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hommes, et de tout ce quo ; ala drvertiſſement c patſe 
tems, ell en cet que dy luer paſſer le tems ſans le ſen- 
tir, ou le plutot fans le fentir ſoymene, ct d vile en per- 
dant cette partie de la wie le decont initricur. [ume 771 
elle dans le cor pour J feare un ſej jour de peu de duree, 
"Elie hit que ce nt ft qu'un paſſone a un voyage eter nel, 
et quelle n'a que le peu de toms gue dure la wie pour 5. 
preparer. Mais ce peu, le commade / fort, et Pembas- 
rajye fi etrangement, qu'elle ne ſonge qu" dle perde. Ce- 
uy eſt une feine znſupportable Vivre et de penſer a ſoy. 
Ainſi tout fon ſoin ejt de $'ouvlier ſoy-meme, et de laijer 
couler le 1ems ſi court et fi prelicum ſans reflection, en S bc- 
cupant des choſes qui 3empechent diy penſer. 

IL will ſtop here, or you will certainly think I am 
going to tranicribe the whole book to ſave you the 
trouble of throwing away your money on a Moral ES: 


ſay: and perhaps, Madam, you may not be in to crave 


— 


— 


a humour as when you wrote laſt; for all human things 
are changeable, and have ſometimes good, and ſome⸗ 
times evil diſpoſitions; ; and in what circumſtance this 
will find you, is an uncertainty to, Madam, Jo mojt 
obedient and moſt humble ſervant. 
LET TIER VI; 
- To the James: ©; | 
you will find, Madam, to your grief, 1 have not 
hired the carrier to loſe the large paper you lent 
me; but I have certainly more compaſſion for you than 
to fill it. One would think you inten led 1 ſhould write 
a Weſtern Journal, and give you a full and true rela- 
tion of all the Shots and apparitions that are ſeen in 
the county of ------- ; for theſe are the only remarka- 


ble events which happen here; 


Thele are the regions of tice P and repoſe, not of ac- 


tion: for my own part, I neither hope, nor fear, con- 


trive, nor deſign any thing, that relates to this mortal 
lite; but am as much at reſt as the people that are 
{l:eping in their ſepulchres, I am in fome doubt whe- 


ther 1 belong to the ſociety of the living or the dead, 
and am ready to aſk peel. 8 Is 
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116 LETTERS TO CLEORA. 
Is this exiſtence real, or a dream? 
I cannot pertuade mylelf to wiſh you any thing but 


juſt what you are, a mere carthly creature. It would 


be too great a ditadvantage to find you in a rank of be. 
ings en to mortals: I am fo tenfible of the dil. 
tance at preſent, that I cannot with you in a greater 
elevation. If I aſked any thing, perhaps it would be 
to let you more on an equality, that I might have an 


opportunity to convice you how ſincete and dilintereſted 
my triendihip is. 


By your account L. — B------- lives a very inactive 
and inglorious lie: though he has been 0 long as four 
months in the world, he has had ſo few adventures; 
that T can but juſt ſtretch my invention to compole halt 
2 long tor him: 


Thou pretty, ſmiling, euiltlef thing! 
Of thee what can the Mules ſing ? 
Unleſs they ſpeak in prophely, 
How great a hero thou ſhalt ve; 
Thy country” 8 Aae and the grace 
's long illuſtrious race. 


With verſe and proſe reflections gay and ſerious, 


| ſome with a meaning, and others without any meaning 
at all, I am at laſt, to your unipeakable fatistaction, 


come to an end of this fine epiſtle, and am going to 
ſubſcribe myſelf, Madam, your”s, &c. | 


L E T T ER VII 
To the ſame, 
MADAM, 


YOUR concern for Lord ----- is the moſt melancholy 


circumitance in the account you have given me of 
his death. The toil, the long fatigue is palt, and all 
to come is reſt and endleſs joy. The happy ſpirit is 
for ever wand'ring now, e 


—Thro' boundleſs realms of bliſs, 
Where pleaſure bloſſoms with eternal ſpring. 


You expreſs yourſelf with ſo much good ſenſe and 
true 
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true greatneſs of mind on this occaſion, that nothing 
could ſet your character in a more agteceable light: the 
death of your friends ſeems to reconcile your thoughts 
to the unknown regions. 

With regard to yourſelf, it night be no diſadvan 


| tage to quit the world ſo early: to die in the pride of 
lite, and all the iplendour of youthful virtue, has 


lomething far more glorious than to languiſh out the 


dregs of life in the exerci'e of no virtue but patience. 


You find, Rladam, I am perſuading you to die with 


great compoſure: I ſuppoie you think yourlelt obliged 
to me for reſigning my friends to their deftiny with o 


much calmneſs and ſubmiſſion; but really *tis in mere 
char! ity to you; for it you crow wiſe ſo joon, I cannot 


imagine how you will fill up the tedious round of three- 


ſcore years and ten, if Heaven, for the happiness of 


- mankind, ſhould continue your life to that date. 


How many people would ſuſpend their part in the 


joys of paradile till the heavens are no more, for the 
moſt trifling of theſe amuſements which you delpiſe!“ 
But while you think ſo juſtly of this world and the 
next, I muit conte!s, the manner of lite, to which your 
quality confines you, excites my compation, Indeed, 
you may diivenſe with me for practiſing this height of 
chan, while you are the object of almoſt every body” 8 
envy, But be as happy as the world can make you, 


"tis all but f{-eping and dreaming; and as Mr. Law 


ſay „ being amuſed with a vain tucceſiion of ſhadows,” 


his quotation you may imagine, is to thew my 


great reading: when I am writing to you, I would 
indeed ſhine with every advantage; but the height of 
my ambition 1 is being, Madam, your's, &c. 


W 


„ TP T.ER VIII. 
To the ſure, 


MADAM, 
1 Find it is generally a very {elf motive that made me 
write to you, my delign being to extort an antwer, 
If you Ray"? but ſo much dilin: tereſted charity, as to 
| write 


118 | LETTERS TO CLEORA. 
write without expecting a reply, I ſhould certainly re- 
ceive the favour with the utmoſt gratitude and mo- 


deity : however, it is well that vou indulge my talent 


of impertinence, and never ſtrictly inſic on common 
ſen e. 

At preſent I cannot entertain myſelf, much leſs you; 
the ci cation ſeems to want variety, and I am as much 
inclined to cry tor more worlds as Alexander the great 
was, only my uneaime!s is for the uke of noveity; 3 ior 
I have little anibition, not enough to leave you in an 
error, though to my own advantage, 

ould not maliciouſly leſſen myielf, nor det ract 
from my own good qualities, which certainly appear 
to my view in their full magnitude 3 yet ſuch 1s the 
force of truth, that I mult contels, you nave given me 
a ſort of 1 imaginary character, and I am an heroine of 
your own making; as great minds always luppoſe 


they find in others the lame virtues they really poſſeſs 


themſelves. 
My letter is of a con- enient length, and you Will 


now SA diſmiſs your bumble ſervant. 
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LETTERS TO THE AUTHOR. 
BY ANOTHER HAND. 


—ͤ— — - — 


L. ET TER I. 
Iwas fo far from thinking your letter the effect of 
ſpleen, that I am perſuaded to think it was written 


in one of your gayelt intervals: to a mind turned like 


yours, the thoughts of death muſt be all ſerene and 
113 I fancy you will be pleaſe ſed with theſe lines, 
which Monſieur Menard ordered to be written over his 


: _ cloſet door *. 


Las d {t- er & de me plaindre, 
De Pamour des gran: is S du fort, 
| Cet ici que Pattens la mort, 
J. Sans la defi rer, eu la craindre. 


Ce? bien le charactere, le plus beau, 2 le 1 rare 
qu'on peut at This character is the beſt, fineſt, 


and moſt rare that we can poſſibly have. But the 


eternal hurry that attends an exalted ſtation, needs a 


higher pitch of virtue, to keep the mind in a proper 


temper to meet our diſſolution, than is generally at- 
tained; and dying in pomp gives a thouſand terrors to 
the fatal period. 


Had I been bogn ſome humble villager, 
And in a peaceful cottage paſs'd my days, 
Far from the guilty pagcantry of courts, 
In innocence my life had calmly pals'd, 
And with a ſmile I might reſign my breath, 


The world has, I think, as few charms for me, as 


for moſt people of my age: but I muſt own, I fecl a 


Hort of reluctance to part with every thing below, and a 


* Weary'd with hoping and bewailing, 
For love of Fortune and the Great, 
No wiſh or fear of death prevai ling, 
Its coming patiently I Wall, 


dread 
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dread to enter on thoſe unknown regions, from whence? 
none return to tell us what they find. 

Betwixt the whiſtling of the wind, and the roaring 


of a fall of water, I have at prelent a folemn and agroe- 


able concert, and cannot help e mytelf with 
Mira to the winter 


To thee my gently drooping head ! bend, 
Thy ſigh, my fiſter, and thy tear, my friend; 
On thee I mule, and in thy haſt'ning fun. 
See life expiring, ere tis well begun: 

Thy ſick'ning ray, and venerable gloom, 
Shew lite $ lalt ſcene, the folitary tomb. 


Adieu. 

* THITHER ſhall 1 direct for you? Are you ſtil! 

an inhabitant of the earth, or aſcended to the 
#thereal regions? Am I addrefling a mortal, or an im- 
mortal ſpirit? In what language mutt I ſpeak 3 ? If you 
are ſtill in this world, I am determined to moleſt vou; 
and J hope this letter will find you in the midſt of ſome 
agreeable reverie, and chace the gaudy viſion from your 
fancy. ; 

1 cannot praiſe your virtue in hecoming a recluſe, 
and getting a victory by a cowardly flight: I Would 
have you raiſe your character by venturing into this 
wicked town, and by deſpiſing the world 1 in the midſt 
of dazzling temptations. 

To read a treatiſe of devotion, inſtead of a new play, 
and preterve your ſerious temper, ſurrounded with vanity 
and diverſions, would be a more heroical part, than 
enjoying an inglorious tranquillity anne purling 
ſtreams and flowery meadows. 

Beſides, here would be the addition of mortificaticn 
to heighten your virtue: for you would ſcarce find th: 
crying of ſmail-coal as harmonious a ſound as the war- 
bling of nightingales ; nor the ſmell of ſea-coal ſmoke, 

ant as the breath of opening violets and prim. 


CLEORA, 
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of the country, that I am afraid you will ſuſpect my 


advice to be the effect of envy; and I had as good 
throw off a diſguiſe, and own that at preſent my way 
of living is a {cries of UNPETTUVENTE 3 and were it to 
continue— 

Far rather would I in ſome humble cal, 

Diſtant from all that's gay, for ever dwell, 

Than waſte my flying bours, and thus divide 

y time *twixt folly, calumny and pride; 
Still trifling, thus debaſe the gift of ſenſe, 
And live the ſlave of dull 1 impertinence. 


1 have not had the curiofity to ſee the new opera: 
the weather is ſo hot, that I think ſhady groves and 
i dreams more refreſhing than a crouded theatre. 
Indeed, the town was never more dilagreeable to me 
than now: I wiſh I knew whether it proceeds from 
being more wiſe or more dull; I am atraid the latter, 
for as to an increaſe of wiſdom, I cannot lay I am ſen- 
fible of it in any other inſtance. 
The greateſt happineſs, perhaps, that can be attained 
in this world, is only infipid indolence, and not any 
real pleaſure. 


launches out into the flattering ocean! How ſoon do 
tempeſts of trouble and confuſion rife, while nothing 


is ſo common as the dehre of long life; and yet how 
ſmall a part of mankind would care to trace back their 


lives again in the ſame ſteps they did before! Though 
perhaps the only variety would be, to change one folly 
for another; to quit the playhouſe for ozzbre, or the 
gentle ſtrains of the opera for the ſerzous contempla- 
tion of their own dear perſons in a looking-glals. Im 
CLEORA, 


| L ETTER III. 
I ? Beg you not to write any more on Luliput paper: 
am almoſt afraid to open your letter, for fear of 
finding, after a reſpectful margin, Madam at the top, 
and your name at the bottom, and trackleis waſtes of 
blank paper OR, tor.me to fill up at my "Ya 
ou 


How different does it prove from thoſe 
gay viſions that youth forms to itſelf, when it firſt 
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You will be ſurpriſed to find, that at a time when 
health is declining, T ſhould be planting trees, and 
laying out walks, as if I thought I had two or thrice 
hundred years to enjoy them. I need not aſſure you, | 
have no ſuch expectations; but it gives me an inno- 
cent delight to form thele ſylvan ſcenes in an Irregular 
manner, and with a ſecret art to imitate nature in her 
negligent appearance. 

I have no giants in yew, nor tygers or birds in 
| holly; but inſtead of them, firs and pines, that grow 
juſt as nature deſigned them; 
woodbines, {yringas, and other flowery ſhrubs, that 
in a few months they will be a perfect wilderneſs of 
ſweets. 

The ſatisfaction I take! in this undertaking, makes 
me often fancy J am not ſincere in my thoughts of 
ſoon leaving it: I am as buly in my garden, ard ss 
much ſurfeited with the Grande Monde, as ever Diocle- 
han was. 

* Serto quale! be flupidita che me impediſee digodere WC 


wvita ne la corte piena di ſplendore e cerimonia, tanto che 


quella chi fi treva nella campagua fene gloria et ſenza 
turbenga. 

Every plant that flouriſhes gives me a pleaſure, and 
every drooping tree infects me with languiſhing; 1 
watch every decay among my flowers, as a celebrated 
beauty would do grey heirs, or wrinkles. 

J have two or three theep that perplex me as much 
le Berger Extravagant's flock did him; and were I to 
indulge my rural delights, and return no more to the 


noiſy town, I ſhould fall into the moſt ſoothing and 


agreeable madneſs imaginable. 


Come, Amaryllis, come, and with me ſhare 
he blooming woodbines, and the fragrant air, 
Together 


1 1 feel within me a kiad of gopiduy which hinders : 


me to enjoy that happineſs at a court taken up with ſplen- 
dour and ceremony, that I zeliſh in a GO lifs free 
from pomp and * | 
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LETTERS TO THE AUTHOR, 
Together o'er the flow'ry walks we'll rove, 
Or (it beneath the ſhelter of the grove: 
While flocks upon the hills around us bleat, 
And echoes to the ſtreams their voice repeat. 
Among the willows in a gloomy ſhade 
By nature form'd, there ruſhes a caſcade; 
Upon its banks you undiſturbed may lie, 
While contemplation walts you to the iKy. 
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CLEORa. 
I. E TTER--TIvV: 


| PEOPLE ſeem at preſent more buſily employed in 


preparing for the King's birth-day than for their 


own laſt; and appear to be in greater anxiety for a 
ſeat in the dancing-room, than for a ſeat in Paradiſe. 


I was laſt night with -; a barge of muhe fol- 


lowed us; but in the midſt of this oniety your letter 
was not the only thing that put me in mind of morta- 
lity: I had ſuch a violent pain in my head, that nei- 
ther the wit of the company, the ſoftneſs of the muſic, 
nor the beauty of the evening 
cere delight.---If pleaſure be the lot of man, it 
be in ſumething beyond the grave; for on this tide con- 
> ftant experience tells us, all is vanity. 


could give me any ſin- 


muſt 


But this confeſſion has hardly any influence on hu- 


man conduct; for people in a high rank muſt often 
act againſt their reaſon, to avoid being thought un- 
faſhionable; and for fear of being thought mad by the 
modiſh world, muſk act in a manner which they are 
ſenſible is being truly ſo, to keep in vogue with their 
polite contemporaries. 


I cannot forbear thinking with myſelf, that if a 


being endowed with reaſon and a capacity of judging, 
(an inhabitant of another planet, and an utter ſtranger 
to our nature) 
would be at a loſs what to imagine we were; and had 


could take a view of our actions, he 


he no informer, but were to judge by our conduct, he 
would certainly either imagine that we were a ſpecies 


who were inſured always to live in the world we now 


| inhabit; or elle, that after enjoying ourlelyes here as 
L 2 | long 
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124 LETTERS TO THE AUTHOR. 
long as we could, we were to be inſenſible for ever, 
without the leaſt expectation of a future judgment, pu- 
niſhment, or reward. 
You would hardly make an apology for defiring me 
to write to you, if you knew how much pleaſure the 
injunction give to your”'s unalterably, 


LETTER V. 


CLEORA. 


| PHE news of my Lord «-------- 's death has been ſo 


great a ſhock to me, that I wan all your argu- 
ments again{ long life, to reconcile me to the ſhortneſs 


ol his, at the latter end of ſeventy years: I have much 


ado to think that he did not die too young, fince he 
had ſtrength enough to endure the moſt exquiſite tor- 
ments. I loved him moſt ſincerely as a relation, and 
eſteemed him as a moſt valuable and faithful friend. 
My thoughts are continually employed about him, and 


I grieve tor my own loſs, and rejoice at his gain in 


the ſame moment; and cannot torbear following him 
with my ſpeculations to the manſions of eternal peace, 
and enquiring with Mr. Tickell, in his verſes on the 
death ot Mr. Addiſon----- 


In what new region to the juſt aſſign'd, 
What new employments pleaſe th? unbody'd mind? 
A winged virtue, thro? th' ethereal iky, 
From world to world unweary'd does he fly ? 
Or curious trace the long laborious maze 
Of Heaven's decrees, where wond'ring angels gaze? 
Does he delight to hear bold ſeraphs tell 
How Michael battled, and the dragon fell? 
Or, mix'd with milder cherubim, to glow _ 
In kymns of love? | 


I cannot help tancying, how his foul.i iS charmed to 
find itſelf at liberty, and no longer chained to an in- 


firm body, which continually clogged it in all its 


operations, How 1s he tranſported to be admitted tc 


the preſence of God his Saviour! And with what de- 
light (if we may be allowed to conjecture that he re- 
| members her) will he ſee his wife, for whom he has 


ſhed 


ze? 


ed to 
in in- 
Il its 
ed to 


it de- 
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e has 
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ſhed fo many tears, in all the poivp of celeſtial glory! 
With what pleaſure will be gaze upon the ſkies, w hile 
they untoid their ſparkling treaſures Wand with what 
joy and wonder obterve the planets in their courſes, 
and look into all the deep phil zlophy of heaven! With 
what attention liſten to the ſongs of angels, while they 
tune their golden lyres to the praiſe of God and of the 
Lamb! And' how will his hcart overflow with grati- 
tude to his Saviour, while he reflects on what he tut- 
fered to purchaſe theſe pleatures for him 

When I conſider the advantages of his change, I 


blame my grief: and yet who can forbear to lament. 


the beit of friends, the honeſteſt of men, and the moſt 
agreeable companion that ever was? eſpecially in an 
age like this, where ſo little honour, friendſhip and 


- fincerity, are to be found. Bat I am not going to 
write a latire upon mankind, Hs will ſay no 
ur 


more, but that 1 am faithfully 
es on _ CLEORA, 

LET TER VI. | 

Jo Clorinaa. 


vou aſk me, my dear Clorinda, what is | the reaſon 


ol the deep melancholy you obſerve in me; and 
are amazed to lee how little relith I have for the things 
which amuſe other people of my age and quality, 
Your partiality tor, me makes you fancy that my in- 
difference is the refuit of a good underſtanding, and 


that the force of my judgment has been able to ſub- 


due my paſſions; but, alas how are you miitaken! my 
aclancholy proceeds from the irregularity of my affec- 


tions; love, vanity, diſtruſt, and repentance, conſpire 


to rack me; and 


When I look back on ail my former days, 
The only comfort the review offords, 

Is, that they're paſt 
For thro? their courſe I cannot recollect 
One free from ſorrow, guilt, or diſappointment : 
Yet heedleſs ſtill thro? the fame paths f ſtray, 
And raſhly venture on the dang'rous road; 
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With open eyes like one aſleep I walk, 
And drink the cup, altho' I know 'tis poiſon? d. 
Why am I led thus captive by my will? 
While Reaſon, faithful guide, for ever warns 
My drowſy ſoul, to ſhun impending danger, 
This night may be my laſt; I neer again 
May ſce the dawning of another morn : 

Shall 1 forego the joys of Heav'n to ſoothe 
A wayward fancy, or deſtruttive paſſion? 
Ah, no! let ev'ry faculty unite 

| To break the voke! Reaſon, reſume thy ſway, 
And calm theſe wild diſorders of my breaſt!“ 

Whiſper thy ſacred dittates to my heart, 
And bend it to th' obſervance of thy laws! 
Inſpire my ſoul with ev'ry heav'nly thought, 
And ſhew me wiſdom's paths! direct my ſteps, 
Nor leave me thus benighted! 


There is not in nature a greater contradiction than 
my thoughts and actions, and it is impoſſible for me 
to account why they are ſo: I puriue the pleaſures of 
the world, at the ſame time that I know them to be 
fleeting and worthleſs. I diſtract myſelf about the 


opinion of the public, though I deſpiſe the myultice of its 


cenſures: I cannot forbear repining at my unhappy 
circumſtances, in ſuffering myſelf to be tormented 
with the ingratitude of ſome, whom I thought my 
friends, nor weeping while I indulge a hopelets paſſion; 
though I know that------ _ 
Quickly will my glaſs of life be run, 
And with it all my joys and forrow gone; 
Then I no more ſhall feel love's cruel fire, 
But cold and peaceful to the grave retire 
No more ihall weep for the licentious wrongs 
Of judgments raſh, or ſcourge of lnd'rous tongues, 


© 

And yet, not even this reflection can arm me with pa- 
tience: Jam uneaſy with my faults, without correct- 
ing them; and in love with my duty, without prac- 
_ tiling it. I act contrary to my higheſt reaſon, and turn 
rebel to the authority of my own judgment. ; 
After this account of me, you will not wonder that 3 
5 I retire 7? 
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I retire as much as JI can from noiſe and hurry ; though 


no ſhade is gloomy enough to hide my tolly from my 


eyes, nor any retreat calm enough to lull my paſhcns, 
However, I do not yet de! (pair of conquering theſe 
vexations, by the aſſiſtance of Religion, and the Grace 


of that God, who will always be found; by thoſe 
who ſeek him, in an humble fente of their own un- 
- worthineſs, and a firm reliance upon his mercy, 


I am never in {0 whimitcai a fituarion of mind in 
the midſt of all my abturditics, as to forget that I am, 


| by a thouſand obligations, your faith il friend, ond 
5 obliged ſervant, | 


IRIs. 
LETTER VII. 
To Amira. 
MY DEAR ALMIRA, 


4 8 will be extremely afflicted, 8 not ſur- 


prized, to hear, that after languiſhing ſo many 


4 months, the unhappy Teraminta 5 eſterday expired in 
my arms. The day before her death ſhe ordered every 
: body but me to leave the room, and defired me to fit 
down by her bed fide; then taking me by the hand, ſhe 


4 ſpoke to me in the following manner: 


© I fee, my faithful Elia, that you are linking 


under the affliction which you ſuffer, to find that a 
few hours will deprive you not only of a fincere and 
tender friend, but vf a per:on whom your partiality 
inclines you to believe has ſome merit. I cannot leave 
you under this miſtake, and £9 out of the world with 
the guilt of decciving you; it is not poſſible for me 
to let you waſte your tears for a wretch who is unwor— 
thy of them: Yet let what I have ſuffered for my 
crimes induce you to compaſſion, and my hard fate 
warn you, to guard againſt the firit glimmerings of a 
guilty paſſion; for that has been my ruin, You know 
1 was married extremely young, and upon the faſhion- 
able unhappy views of eſtate and titles. However my 
Huſband? 's merit, (which to my cternal confuſion I muſt. 


ver acknowledge) joined to his fondneſs for me, gained 
ö 8 5 | 0 
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{o far upon my heart; that if I had not all the paſſion 
that attends love, I had all the tenderneſs of an exalted 
triendſhip for him. In this calm ftate I paſt the firſt 


fix years of our marriage, and had ſeveral children by 


him: but then his public employment obliged him to 
enquire for a perſon to aſſiſt him in the diſcharge of 
kis office: he had a young man recommended to him 
for that purpoſe, whom he took into his houle; he 
had ten thouſand good qualities: he was juſt thre? 
and twenty, and perfectly beautiiul, at leaſt to me he 
appeared ſo, But why ſhould I deſcribe him to you, 
or ſtrive to conceal the temptation, while I own the 


guilt? You know the deftroyer of my peace and his 


own; it is the wretched Alonzo. He had not been 


long in the family betore I began to have an affection 


for him, that trighted me: his name affected me; I 
could not hear him mentioned without trembling, or 
ſee him unexpectediy without becoming as pale as 
aſhes, and in a few months I found my heart was 


entirely given up to him. What eloquunce can ex- 


preſs my grief at this diicovery ? My vows, mv hul- 
band's merit, my famiiv, mv fame, now appeared to 
me in heir full force, and joined to rack me. I paſſed 
my nights in tears, and rote more weary than TI lay 


down, I flew t» religious hooks for tuccour, but in 
vain; I had negle&ed the danger till it was irretrieva- 
ble. I wandered in my houte and gardens, more like 


a guilty ghoſt than 3 living creature: and to add to 
my diftreis, I o5'erved an unuſual meiancholy in the 


face of my dear Alonzo: he was always in my way, 
alone and penſive. One evening, as I was ſtanding 
juſt without the door in the court before my houte, 
_ obſerving the moon and ſtars, which were ſhining in 


their full ſplendour, and withing myſelf above thoſe 
glittering luminaries, that I might be no longer ſubject 
to that crimin 4] paihon, which rendered my life a bur— 
then, I chanced to put my hands behind me: I had not 
ſtood long in that poiture, betore I thought I felt 
ſomething gently touch my hand, and looking round 

| | - 1 found 
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lis illnels, which laſted almoſt a tortnight ; 
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I found it to be Alonzo; who ſeeing me about to 


leave him, took one of my hands, and holding it be- 
twixt his, preſſed it to his boſom with an air of ten- 
derneſs which pierced my very ſoul. 
enough miſtreſs of mylelt to aſk him, what behaviour 
of mine had encouraged him to hope that I would en- 
dure io unaccountable an iulolence. 
what he did was not the effect of hope, but of abſolute 
deſpair; that his miſery was grown to ſuch an height, 


However, I was 
He told me, that 


that it was mcapable of receiving any aggravation 


and that, though he loved me to diſtraction, he did not 
even entertain a with, that I ſhould return a paſſion ſo 
much below me; and that if I could forgive the frenzy 
that brought him to make this dec claration, he would 
for the future obſerve an eternal ſilence. 
he burſt into tears, and I left him with the utmoſt pre- 
cilipitation, to conceal a tenderneſs which neither the 
obligations of my duty, or any other reflection, were 
ſtrong enough to ſupprels. 
depth of miſery; I had liſtened to the declaration via 
love forbidden by all the laws of heaven and earth, 
and contrary to every principle of virtue winca my 
education had inſtill'd into me ſoul. 
method to take to tree myle}t and Alonzo from ſo 
- unhappy a ſituation : ſometimes I reivived to feign 
ſome cauſe of diſlike, and prevail with my huſband to 
diſcharge him. 
ol virtue, modeſty, and pride, and fancied myſelf able 
to make the dreadful propolal, 
back his idea to my heart, with all the charms of nis 
mind and perſon, and repreſented him not only ruined 
in his peace, but in his fortune, by my ſeverity. Se- 
veral months paſſed in this ſtate of anxiety, and he 
religiouſly obſerved his word, nor ever once mentioned 
his paſſion; but at laſt the diſorder of his mind threw 
him 1 into a fever, and his lite was delpaired of. 


At thele words 


I was now tunk to the 


1 kney not what 


When I had tummoned all my aids 


my paſſion brought 


Judge 


what I endured upon this occation ; however, con- 


ſcious modeſty hindered me from going-near him in 
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laſt his youth, and the Rrength of his conſtitution, 
overcame his diſeaſe, and he was able to get up the ttairs 
that led to my apartment, and was at the door of i: 


juſt as I went to call ſome of the fervants. At that 


moment every good angel left me, and I could not 
forbear expreſſing my joy, to find him able to leave 
his bed. Alas! ſaid he, © why do you wiſh my m1- 


ſery prolonged ? Death is my only road to peace, {inc 


I am hated by you.“ Theſe words, joined with the 
paleneſs of his looks, diſarmed all my reſolutions, 
and I told him a ſecret which I ought rather to have 


died than uttered: I owned my paſſion, and begged _ 


him to live for my fake, if not for his own. He was 


amazed and overjoyed at this confeſſion, and ſoon re- 
covered his health. We now went on in a thought- 
leſs road of plealure, and induiged our mutual p: Hon, 


till at laſt he preſſed me to give him the mott guilty 
proofs of it; and ſtrengthened his entreaties with a 
the arguments that ſo good an underſtanding, afhited 
by the powers of hell, could inſpire. But as pathon- 
ately as I loved him, he could not, with all his elo- 

quence, eraſe the ſentiments of innate virtue, and con- 

victions of religion, from my foul. I was not enough 
abandoned, but to look on adultery as a point of hor- 
ror not to be outlived; and though I allowed him li- 
berties, which I am now convinced were guilty, yet! 


always kept myſelf from the laſt ſteps of vice, and 


was ſo happy, that inſtead of my yielding to his argu- 
ments, he was convinced by mine, and aiked pardon 0: 
God and me, for the criminal deſign he had purluec, 


We now reſolved, by the ſtrickneſs of our lives, to 


make what, amends we could for the errors we had 


fallen into; and for theſe laſt three years have applies 
_ ourſelves ſeriouſly to the ſecuring of our ſalvation : 
but we have never been able to conquer our unhappy 


paſſion, though we have ſuppreſſed the effects of ut, 
It is this eternal contradiction, joined to the remort-: 
J feel for my ingratitude to the beſt of huſbands, Which 
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by loſing my life, I could atone for my injuſtice ! How 
gentle would my agonies appear, it by their exceſs 


I could hope that they would be accepted as part of 


my puniſhment! Whatever I could ſuffer here, would 
be joyful to me, were I ſure it could intitle me to mercy 
© hereafter? 


lived till next day. 


Here ſhe fell into a ſwoon, but quickly ite, and 
About an hour before ſhe died, 


ſhe ſent for her huſband and children, and took lere 
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It 


of them with great tenderneſs; and then lying down 


as it ſhe would lep, expired in a few minutes. 


They 


are in vaſt affliction for her: but no words can paint 


the deſpair of Alonzo; he has neither ſpoke nor eat 
ſince her death, and ſcems fo perfectly ftupified, that 
I fear his ſenſes are gone for cver. | 


that I can write no more. 


Adieu, my dear Almira ! My tears flow io faſt, 
EMIL1a. 


LE = J”: . R VIII. 
By the fame: Hand. 
MY LORD, 


| 1 Have, at laſt, taken the only means left me to free 


myſelf from your importunities, and the weaknels 


of my own heart, which argued but too much on your 


_ fide. 
tion, too light, when 


I found my fame, and every other conſidera- 
weighed in the balance againſt 


your love; but the force of religion has turned the 


ſcale, and made me reſolve to fend the remainder of 
my weeping days in a convent, it is in that holy re- 
treat that I hope to find the peace which I Joſt in 
the world, 
_ when you conſider of it: 
of the preſent age are ſufficient to diſcountenance vir— 
tue, or bring vice into reputation; 


You cannot be sorry tor this reſolution, 
for not all the polite maxims 


or could they pre- 


vail in this world, would they he admitted at God's 


tribunal. 


Your Lordſhip may call this bigotry, or 


any other name, which the levity of your fancy, © 

_modiſh principles, can inſpire you with; but a e 

1 ill come, in which you wall nd it ſacred truth; and 
5 | you. 
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you will be glad, that by ſhutting myſelf for ever from 


your ſight, I hindered you from the guilt you have 
purſued, and put it out of your power to ruin me. It 
would be no very pleaſing reflection on your death-bed, 
that you had ſeduced a ſoul from the paths of peace 
and virtue; and to give yourſelf a faſhionable liberty, 
had entailed miſery and infamy on a family, who have 
{ſerved you with zeal and affection, What has my aged 
father left undone to ſupport your intereſt in the conn- 
try? With what tendcrneis did my mother educate 
your two young lifters, who were committed to her 
care? And, in return, you would bring their on!y 
daughter to the laſt degree of fin and ſhame: this may 
be gentecl, but ſurely it is not noble. How falle are 
your ſentiments of honour and juſtice! You thought 
it would be a reflection on your character, to marry 
into a family ſo much below you in birth and fortune; 
but are not aſhamed to return a thouſand obligations 
(pardon me, my Lord, for great as you are, I mut 
call them ſuch) with the higheſt injury. And though 
vou have not ſucceeded in your guilt as to that, you 


5 rob bed two ancient [ervants) nay, friends of yours, of 


the joy of their eyes, and delight of their age, their 


only child; who by y ur licentious love is forced tv 


ſeclude herſelf from them, and the whole worid tor 
ever. I dread to think how they will ſupport this 
affliction. I left a letter on the table to acquaint my 


mother with my retreat, but concealed the cauſe, for 


your filters ſake; tince ſhe might, perhap s, reſolve 
to :iiicharge herſelf from an office, which ſhe has execu- 
red with fo much care, and has produced her fo cruel. 
2 requital, Let the forrow you brought upon my 
parents content you, and do not carry ruin into ano- 
ther family. Why ſhould you employ the fineſt un- 


_ derſtanding, and the moſt graceſul perton, to promote 


the cauſe of hell? And why muſt the rank, power, and 
vealth, which were given you to diffuſe happineſs all 


round yon, only {erve to make you 7 of ſplendid 
miſchief? | I am 
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I am now in a ſanctuary, where I cannot be the 


entertainment of your idle hours; and where the time 


I ſpent in liſtening to you, ſhall now be employed in 
praying for your retormation ! the tears which I have 
often poured out in vain, to difluade you trom your 


| guilty enterprize, ſhall be ſhed before God for your 


tins: for though you have uſed me with the utmoſt 

crueity, your cternal weltare will always be the ten- 

ANASTASIA, 

L EF 216K IX. 

1 To Leonora. | 

1 Have been on the very borders of the grave, and 
have for ſeveral months endured all the pains and 

languiſhments of a dangerous illneſs; but it has pleaſed 

(30D to reſtore me to io tolerable a mealure of health, 

that I am now able to think and write again: and 


with what pleafure do I feel myſelf once more at eaſe! 


How ungratetui ate the generality of mankind while 
they enjoy this bleſſing! and how ſeldom (when they 
are well) do they reflect on the inconvenience and faint— 
ne{s, the wearineſs, and pains, which attend a ſick 
bed! I never was ſenſible what I owed to Gop for my 
health; till I came to want it. While my blood flowed 
with an even uninterrupted courſe in its channels, and 
my arteries and finews were able to perform their ſeveral 


functions, I overlooked that mercy which had con- 


trived them for«hoie operations; but as ſoon as they 


were obſtructed, I was ſenſible of their value: and 


while I tickened at the fight of my food, I envied the 


pealant, whole health enabled him to earn his dinner 


with the ſweat of his brow ; and while I was in torment 
in a ſtately apartment, and reſtle(s on a bed of down, 
bow joytul would I have exchanged conditions with 
thegaind, who in an humble cottage, was ſleeping on 
ſheaves of ſtraw! How readily would I have parted 
with all the vanity of airy titles, all the advantages 
of riches and grandeur, to purchaſe health! Health, 


which gives reliſh to every enjoyment, and, like the 
rays of light, diffuſes beauty upon every object. When 
| | M m” | 


- I was 
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I was ill, the beauty of the creation was effaced to me 
I found no longer harmony in the ſounds of muſic, nor 
joy while the lun poured his meridian glory; but turned 
my eyes from the intolerable luſtre, and wiſhed for 
the ſhades of night to veil his radiance. I had no 
pleaſure in ſeeing every thing round me flouriſh, while 
J withered and decayed: the birds that warbled near 
my window, ſeemed to ſing my funeral dirge; and 
every fly that buzzed in my chamber, ſounded like an 
alarm to judgment. When night came, I coniidered 
that probably I might never fee day-light again til! 
the morning of the reiurrection dawned upon the earth: 
and when I was drowſy, and inclining to ſleep, J ima- 
gined that I ſhould perhaps never wake, till I heard 
the voice of the arch-angel, and the found of the laſt 
trumpet; nor lift up my head, till I faw the Son of 
man coming in the clouds with power and great glory. 
This near proſpect of death and judgment has put the 
world, and all its gaudy vanities, into a juſt light, 
and has convinced me of the falſity of human comforts: 
and I have reaſon to bleſs GoD, who has given me ſuch 
an opportunity of ſeeing things as they really are; and 
by making me {entible of the ſmall conſolation that all 
the earth can afford in the time of illneſs, and at the 
hour of death, has directed my eves and hopes to 
Heaven, and made me know the value of thole hours 
wiiich were too often watted in guilt or folly: and, be- 
lieve me, Leonora, you will ſome time or other be 
ſenſible of this important truth. You are not more 
ſecure of years to come, than I appeared to be before 
this illnets; and will find the ſplendour of a court, 
and all the flatteries of life, miſerable comforters upon 
a lick bed: the pleaſures of this world will withdraw, 
and nothing remain with you, but a ſenſe of your paſt 
conduct: and when you find yourſelt ready to quit the 
ſtage, you will have no concern about any thing but 
how you have acted your part. 

Jam ſtill very weak, though perfectly at eaſe z and 
I could bz ſatisfied to remain lo always, rather than 

hazard 
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hazard being again a ſlave to my paiſions and plea- 
ſures. I am, with all imaginable ſincerity, your na 


Faithful, | Ro _ Diana. 
| L ETI . | 


To Lyſander. 


[ told you, ſome time tince, that my affairs would 


oblige me to paſs this {ſummer at my eſtate in the 


weſt; I have been at it theſe fix weeks; I brought no 


company hither but Cleomedon, who 1s fo fond of his 
ſtudies, that I ſeldom fee him unleſs it be at meals, but 
then he is always ſprightly and cheerfui: and at other 
times I entertain myleit either in the park or gardens, 
which afford me ſo much amulement that I never find 
the day too long. | . | 

I cannot forbear repeating to you an adventure 
which I met with a few days ago.—As I was riding 
over {ome of my farms, I came to the brow of an ex- 
treme high hill, from whence I had the proſpect of the 
moſt beautiful valley imaginable; it was fol] of woods 


and watered with a large river; in ſome places it run 


very broad and ſtrait, in others it was more contracted, 


and flowed in a thouland windings ; ſometimes it was 
loſt among the woods, and roſe again with treſh beauty, 


as it run through the flowery lawns, I was fo charmed 


with the fight of this ſylvan ſcene, that I longed to be 


in it: but the difficulty was how to get down the hill, 


for that fide next the valley was almoſt perpendicular, 
and fo rocky and covered with wood, that it feemed 
_unpaſſable, However, I diſmounted and leading my 
|horie, found a narrow winding, by which I made a 


ſhift to get to the bottom of the hill; at the foot of 
which was a delighttu] plain, here and there interſperſed 
with preading oaks, beech, and lycamore trees. Here 


1 had the pleaſure to obſerve the ſpring of the river that 


watered that beautiful valley; it guſhes out of the fide 


of the rock, and, atter falling from one clift to ano- 
ther, a great height, runs even with the grals through 


the plains and woods. I now got on korle back again, 


and following the courſe of the river about three or four 


M 2 furlongs; 


1 
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furiongs, I came to a low houle, behind which there 
was a plat of trees, and before a little court, which 
had no other fence than a laurel hedge breaſt high. 
There was a little wicket which ſtood open, and the 
neatneſs of the place tempted me to go in; which I did. 
with the better aſſurance, becauſe I imagined, by the 
appearance and ſize of the houle, that it was not inha- 
bited by any pertons of diſtinction. I croſſed the court 
without ſeeing any body, and came into a hall, the 
neatneſs of which is not to be deſcribed. But I own I 


was ſurpriſ e tee a harpſichord, upon which lay ſome 
mutc b I nal the curiolity to look into them, and 
found! n of them were opera airs, but the greater 
put 40s and anthems: there lay on the table two 


large tolios of m ps, and upon the ground I oblerved 
a pair of very fine globes. A furniture ſo different 
from what I exocted, made me uncertain whether I 
ſhould followemp curiohty, which led me to go up a 
ſtair-caſe that was at one end of the hall, or go back 
without diſturbing the owners of the houſe; who I now 
began to believe were of a different rank from what I 
at firſt imagined; and yet it was inconceivable to me 
how any per tons of diſtinction ſhould be in ſuch a houſe, 
My curioity prevalied, and I went up: but when I 
came near the tap of the fairs, I heard a p rion read- 
ing with great juttos ſs, in a clear voice, which ſcemed 
to be a woman's. I ſtopped a little to liſten to her, 
and at laſt turning on my right-hand, I obterved a door 
which ſtood hait open, from Ee I imagine( the 
voice came. I drew near it without any noiſe; and 
could fee a grave well-looking woman ot about fifty, 
who was reading aloud to two very beautiful young 
ones, who were at work, embroidering flowers on white 
ſilk: they were dreſſed alike in white ſattin wailtcoats, 
and brown lute-(tring petticoats, and upon their heads 
fine laced caps, made like thole of the common pea- 
ſants. They had an air of innocence and modetty 
greater than I ever ſaw: ſhe who appeared the elder 
of the two had dark hair, and the moſt blooming com- 
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plexion imaginable; ſhe was tall, and finely ſhaped, 
and might have paſſed for an inimitable beauty, had 
not the young creature who fat by her ſhewed that it 
was poſſible even to ſurpaſs her: her hair was almoſt | 
flaxen, and her ſkin could ſcarcely be equalled by any 
poetical fimile ; the had large blue eyes, and her eye- 
brows and eye-laſhes were a dark brown; ſhe had a 
{weetneſs in her countenance which would have dit- 
armed a tyger of its rage. I had conſidered them but 


a few moments, when ſhe who ſeemed the elder of the 
young women looked up, and feemed ſurprized at the 


ſight of a ſtranger; however ihe role with great civi— 
lity, and faid—* Madam, here is a gentleman, who, I 
believe, would ſpeak with you.” LI then was fo con- 
founded, that I neither knew how to retire, or make 
an excute for fo unaccountable a vifit : but the eldeſt 
of the ladies aſked me to come in, with fo benign and 
cheerful an aſpect, that it gave me courage to own the 
occaſion of my intruſion, and atk a thouiand pardons 
for it. To which ſhe anſwered that my curiohty was 
its own puniſhment, ſince it had made me take ſo much 


pains, to ſee what was ſo little worth it, as her re- 


tirement. I had now time to view the room they were 
in; it was hung to the top of the chairs with fine In- 


dian matting, above which all round the room were 


ſhelves filled with books; and upon looking into them, 


I found them to be an admirable collection of hiſtory, 


og 


_ divinity, and travels: there were a few books of the 
beſt philoſophy, and ſome. plays. 


There were upon 
ſtands ſeveral baſons of flowers; and, in ſhort, every 


thing was ſo elegant and charming, that I began to 


fancy myſelf in an enchanted habitation, and could not 
forbear expreſſing my deſire to know how people of to 


extraordinary a genius came to live in fo very retired a 


manner: which the elderly lady perceiving, told me, 


that if I had patience, ſhe would give me a faithful ac- 
count of it. 


She ſaid her huſband was the heir of a 


noble family; that his name was Theanor, by whom 
ſhe had two daughters, which were the young women 
| e 
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I ſaw; that her huſband died when the eldeſt was be— 
twixt eight and nine vears old, and left great debts :; 
in vain did the apply to his ich relations, they would 
not aſſiſt her; fo that the found herſelf either obliged 
to alter her way ot living, or leave his debts unpaid ; 


which, though the laws did not force her to ſatisty, 


ſhe thought herſelf bound to do, by all the rules of ju(- 
tice and honour. She therefore diſcharged ail her ſer— 


vants except two maids, and an ancient clergyman, 
whom the kept to inſtruct her daugaters. With this 


ſmall family ſhe retired to this houte, where ſhe ſaid 


| the had lived upwards of fiiteen years. She paid her 
hufband's debts in the firit ſeven; but had found ſo 


much peace in that ſ;j}itude, that me was loth to quit 


it, and had the plenſure to find both her daughters in 


the ſame mind. I could not forbear aſking how they 
amuled themiclves in o abſolute a retreat, and in what 


manner they divided the day. In anſwer to which, ſhe 


told me, that indecd they teldom went abroad; and that 


when ſhe had given me an account of one day, ſhe told 


me their whole courſe of lite for the laſt fifteen years. 


As ſoon as we riſe,” ſaid ſhe, we meet in a little 


chapel below ſtairs, where the clergyman I mentioned 
to you reads prayers to us, and we fing a pſalm. At- 
ter this, we have our breakfaſt, and my daughters 


amuſe themſelves with their muſic or painting, as they 
like beſt, while TI am buſied with the affairs of my fa- 


mily. nee o'clock we go into a room, where 


we prepare medicines for the poor, who cannot afford 


better help, and there have a preſs filled with clothes 
for them of all forts; and in the drawers under, are bi- 


bles, and other books of devotion, that while we take 
care of their bodies, their ſouls may not be entirely 
neglected. Here we ſpend our time till we are ready 


to dreſs for dinner : after dinner, my daughters play on 
the harpſichord, and ſing; and ſometimes we only con- 


verſe till we have a mind to come up hither, where one 
of us conſtantly reads while the others work. In the 


evening we el till prer! 3 after which, we call our 5 
tie 
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tle family, and end the day as we begun it, in praiſing 
God, and imploring his protection.” 5 
I told her, I was no longer ſurpriſed that they liked 
their way of living, ſince it appeared to me to be ſuch, 
as mult entirely tecure them from all kinds of dif- 


Content, 


They none of them anſwered to this; and upon 
looking up, I ſaw the face of the eldeſt daughter co- 
vered with tears. I expreſſed my concern at this ſud- 
den alteration, and begged to know the occaſion of it. 


* Alas!” ſaid her mother, © this unhappy girl is more 


to be pitied than you imagine; and it is only on her 
account that I feel ſorrow. About five years ago ſhe 
fell deſperately in love with a young man, who was 
equally {o with her: but the misfortune was, that he 
was not only much below her in his fortune, but of a 
family which are notorious for their wickedne's, though | 


he is not ſo himielf; for his mother, wao was per- 


fectly virtuous, had inſtilled into him all the principles 


of picty and morality. They had long had a mutual 


teadernels before I perceived it; but when I did, and 


found how much Roſella's heart was fixed, it afflicted _ 
me lo that I fell into a deep melancholy, which ended 


in a dangerous ſickneſs, and I was given over by my 
phyſicians, I then told Roſella the cauſe of my ilineſs, 
and adviſed her againſt a marriage, the apprehenſions of 
which had, in all probability, coſt me my life. She fell 
on her knees by my bed-ſide, and bathing my hands 
with her tears, begged I wpuld endeavour to recover 
for if ſomebody was to be the victim of her unhappy 


paſſion, the was reſolved it ſhould be herſelf, ſince 
death would be leſs terrible to her than offending me. 
L rejoiced, and was ſurprized at her compliance, and 


hoped her affections had not been fo firmly rooted as I 
tince found. When I began to recover, ſhe begged 


leave to write to Alphonſo, (for that was the name of 


her lover) and give him an account of the promiſe ſhe 


had made, and the reaſons which foreed her to it. He 


received the news with inexpreſſible grief, and the next 
5 855 ; 8 OE BT day 
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day left his father's houſe; to which he has never yet 


returned, nor has any body ever heard of him. I have 


been ſo much touched with my daughter's ſufferings, 


and the patience with which ſhe endured them, without 
ever upbraiding me as the cauſe of them, that I now 
wiſh, as ardently as ſhe does, to ſee him return; that 
I may have the pleaſure of rewarding her filial piety, 


by giving her hand where ſhe long ago placed her 


heart.“ She could not end this relation without tears, 
in which her daughters accompanied her. . 

IJ own IJ was moved with compaſſion at the ſtory of 
Roſella, and cannot take my thoughts from that charm- 
ing retirement, or forget the beauty of Meliſſa, which 
was the name of the younger daughter. | 

I aid till it was dark, and then took my leave, ex- 
tremely delighted with ſo uncommon an adventure: 
Adieu. . „  BELLAMOUR, 


END OF THE FIRST PART. 
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To Lady Sophia, from a young Woman of Quality, re- 


lating the Occaſion of ber leaving ber Father's Houſe. 


WW AEREVER Lem, it will be a pleaſure to you, 1 


am perſuaded, to know that I have found a re- 
treat, entirely to my own ſatis faction. The occaſion 


of my flight and concealment you are partly acquainted 
with: I found my father inflexible in his reſolution of 


marrying me to a foreigner of great diſtinction, one ot 


his own principles, a bigotted Papiſt. My mother, 
you know, was a ſtrict Proteſtant, and by her mar- 


riage articles had ſecured her own liberty, and that ot 
educating her daughters in the ſame profeſſion ; I was 


their only child, carefully indructed in thoſe ſacred 


truths, which, by the aſſiſtance of Heaven, I never 
will renounce, but rather give up my title to all the 
dazzling advantages the world can tempt me with. 
It is for this I am a voluntary exile from my father's 


_ houſe, who, after my mother's death, entrenched on 


my religious liberty, reſtrained me trom the public 
worſhip, and forbid me reading my bible. Theſe fe- 
verities, with the French match he was treating for 
me, put me on the delpcrate adventure of privately 
quitting his family, and ſecuring my freedom in ſome 


humble diſguiſe. No perſon on carth was privy to my 


deſign, but a near relation of my mother's, a perſon of 


ſtriét honour and piety, who encouraged me to ſacrifice 
every thing, rather than renounce my faith, or break 


my peace with Heaven and my own conſcience. 
I got the habit of a country girl, and, with this 
gentleman's aſſiſtance, was carried into one of the moſt 
| : | | tertile 
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fertile counties in England, till we came near a large 
farm-touſe, of Which he had ſome knowledge, and 
there he left me to meke my own fortune. I went on 
with cautious ſteps till I came to the entrance of a 


| ſquare court, {urrounded with a hedge of hawthorn in 


its full bloom. Here J met the miſtreſs of the family, 
ſhe appeared young, and in a clean modeſt dreis was 
per tectiy agreeable : there was ſomething in her aſpect 


fo gentle and beneficent, that 1 could not help being 


intereſted in her welfare, from the firſt moment 1 
ſaw her. 

She was then dealing out the remains of a plentiful 
table to a company of indigent people, who, with lifted 
hands and grateful hearts, implored Heaven to reward 
her in a thouland bleſſings. A very pretty boy and 
girl, with ſparkling eyes and roſy cheeks, ſtood hang- 
ing on her apfen; who, to mimic their mother, gave 
away ali the ittle treaſure they had in their pockets to 
the beggars children; and then fell a crying, becauſe 
ſhe would not ſuffer them to pull off their own ſhoes 
and ſtockings, to give to ſome that were bare-footed, 

As ſoon as ſhe had diſmiſſed her dependants, I of- 
fered my ſervice, and told ber the diſtreſſes to which I 


muſt be expoſed, it ſhe refuſed me. She perceived my 


concern was uma ffected; and ſeeing me young, with 


the bloom of health in my looks, (without any of that 


impertinent caution I expected) ſhe agreed to receive 
me into her ſervice. She then happened to want a ſer- 
vant, rather to ſhare with her in the management of a 
large family, than to be employed in any domeſtic 


drudgery. I know not why, but ſhe ſeemed pleaſed 
with me; and I with equal content entered my new 
ſtatien without any melancholy reviews of my paſt 


grandeur, the dignity of my birth, or the delicacy of 


my education. The glorious motive, for which J 


had reſigned the ſplendid vanities of life, gave an un- 
ſpeakable alacrity to my mind, and filled it with that 
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Be theſe celeſtial conſolations mine, 
And I the world, with all it's pomp reſign. 

1 did not tee my new matter till the evening, when 
he came home with a train, not of beans and powdered 
footmen, but of induftrious honeſt labourers ; {ome of 
his own houſhold, and others hired by the day, waom 
he punctually paid at the cloſe of it, rep-ating that 
rule of the ſacred ſer ipture— Thou ſalt not ſleep with 
the wages of an hireling.“ He is a very grave man, 
twice the age of his wife, a perlon of great prudence, 
and an unblemiſhed honeſty ; very holpitable to ſtran- 
gers, as gentle and compaſſionate to his ſervants z 
country buſinels is his great delight, in the management 
of which Heaven has bleſſed him with uninterrupted 


proſperity, and vaſt increaſe. 


The tarm-houſe' is indeed ſomewhat antique, but 
ſpacious and pleaſant: a more agreeable ſituation can- 


not be imagined, nor a greater variety of ſylvan ſcenes 


deſcribed in poetry, unle's Mr. Thomion's SPRING and 
SUMMER SEASONS could riſe in oneenchanting proſpect. 


The wide landicape round is all my maſter's proper ty; 


his ſnowy flocks are ranging on the hills, bis grazing 
herds lowing through the plains the mount ins are 
crowned with the great Creator's bounty, and the val- 
lies made vocal with his piailcs. 

Theſe ſcenes of innocence and plenty bring back the 
patriarchal ages to my view, and give me a fort of 
pious pleaſure, Mc-thinks I {ce the plains of Mamre, 
covered with the wealthy Hebrews flocss and neids 
or, ſhifting the ſcene, for the fruitful fields of Haran, 


the beauteous Rachael following her tleecy charge, 


ſeems to come in view; Boaz and his reapers appeared 
to my fancy, in the jovial month of harvelt. In that 
chearful ſeaſon, here was no wild riot, no rude iniempe- 
rance; nothing but harmleſs merrimenc appeared among 


any of my maſter's domeſtics. As {con as th-y enter 


his ſervice, he gives them a Bible, and the Pactice of 
Piety; with ftri& orders, that they appear conſtantly 


en che Lord's at the e e unleſs they 


4 have 
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have ſuch an excule as they dare carry to the laſt tri. 
Hunal. | | | 

It will not be incredible to one of your piety, that 
I can make myſelf eaſy in a way of life ſo different from 


the gaities of a court, to which I have been inured. 
I am not only eaſy, but really happy: my miſtreſs, 


who has a ſweetneſs of temper not to be equalled, is 
fond of me, and leaves me, not to be idle, but, which 
is much better, to chuſe my own employment. You 
know my ſtature is above the common height; and 


ſince I came here, 1 am rather grown taller, and ſome- 


what more plump, ſo that a little buſineſs does me no 
manner of harm. , | 
I have entirely put off the fine lady, and all my 


court airs; I have almoſt forgot I am an earl's daugh- 


ter, and ſhould ftart at the ſound of Lady Frances ; 
inſtead of that I am plain Roſalinda, without any 
other appellation, but what the gentle ſwains now 
and then give me, of a handiome Laſs, or a proper 


Damſel; with which J am infinitely better pleaſed, than 


wien I was an Angel, or a Goddeſs, and impiouſly 


addreſſed in the ſtrains of adoration. It ever I return 


to the modiſh world, I muſt learn to dance again, 


having perfectly forgot to make my honours : I have 
made hut one courtley ſince I came here, and that 


was to a ſquire, who, becauſe it was ſomething low, 
and finiſhed in the twinkling of an eye, catched me 
by the hand, verily believing I was ſinking to the 


ground in a fainting fit. I am not turned Quaker, 


but I have laid afide all ceremony, and call every 
body in the village by their Chriſtian name ; except 


my maſter and miſtreſs, and the parſon of the pariſh, 


whom I cannot paſs by without telling you, he is a 
man of exemplary piety, of univerſal charity, and a 
great bleſſing to this place. 


My (ſplendid diſtinction of being the head ſervant, 


as it gives me a pretence to keep my diſtance, and to 


be as reſerved as I think fit; ſo it frees me from any 
drudgery, but what is my own choice; the worſt of 


which 
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lieve me? I ſuppoſe you will aſk me, i 
have captivated the lord of the manor, or a juſtice of 
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which is rubbing a long oaken table, that graces the 
hall, and is kept as bright as a looking-glais. My 
Saturday's work ts dreffing four or five [pactous chim- 
nies with pionies, holly-oaks, or branches of bays, 
Some part of my time (and that the moſt delighttul) 
is ſpent in rambling the fields with my maſter's chil- 
dren, the pretty boy and girl I mentioned: while 
they are following their little ſports, I give up my 
thoughts to ſome innocent reverie, or pious meditation; 
to this the view of the fair creation invites me; here 
the preſent Deity ſeems to challenge a natural homage, 
while he chears me in the glory of the ſun, refreſhes me 
in the fragrant breeze, is beauty in the flowers of the 
field, and harmony in the nightingale's voice. With 
a fort of ecftaiy, I repeated Milton's Morning Hymn, 
to which the Italian tranſlation gives new lite and 
muſic: | | . ; | 

* (/oricſs opre tre tutte ſon queſte 
: rs pin wh ee, 2 7:40 
Queſto compoſio univerſal, cotanto 
A mervigla bells; or qua'l ſarut 
Oggelio ai ſtupor, tu jielfo 
Ineffabil —— 1 


But I am not always in the ſublime; I ſometimes 


deſcend to gather cowſlips and daiſies, or purſue ſome 


gaudy butterfly, with my pretty companions ; or pleaſe 
myſelf with drefing up their fine flaxen hair with tufts 


I beſe you will think arc very guiltleſs amuſements; 
and if I ſhould tell you I have an amour, altogether 
as guiltleſs, dear lady Sophia, would ye not be- 


my charms 
the quorum, or the high ſheriff of the county: alas! 


* Theſe are thy glorious works, Parent of good! 
Almighty! thine this univerſzl frame, 5 
Thus wond'rous fair; thyſelf how won'drous then! 

Unſpeakable 0 "| 
1 Milion's Par, Los r, Book V. 1. 153. 
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my ambition fleeps; I ſhould not aim àt theſe glorious 
couquults, not even in my belt apparel: and in that, 
I mult tell you, I am as fine as any thepherdels in an 
opera. But it you was to lee the gentle youth, that 
I have the vanity to think ſighs for me, you would 
believe him jome poetical form: he 1s ſo elegant, to 
beautiful, that when he appears, the ſcene is all Ar- 
cadia; and (except a certain perſon with a ftar and 
garter) he is the handtomeſt youth that ever your eyes 
beheld. Nor will you wonder, when I tell you his 
deicent is from a younger branch of the S—— fa— 
mily, a race remarkable tor heroes and beauties. By. 
the extravagance of his ancettors, the eftate has been 
long lunk to about two or three hundred a year: this 
youth was leit from his infancy to the care of his 
grandmother, and bred as well as her narrow fortune 
would allow ; but it is ealy to perceive he owes no- 
thing but to nature, which has given him every ad- 
vantage, without the vices, of a polite education: he 
is about my own age, hardly turned of nineteen. When 
I firtt ſaw him, he was fitting under a ſhady beach, 
with an Engliſh Paſtor Fido in his hand; he appeared 
like another Adonis, in the ſofteſt bloom of life. I 
cannot deſcribe him better than in the following ver- 
ſes, written by Lady B— s on another ſubject: 


His faultleſs ſhape appcar'd with ev'ry grace, 

While beauty ſat triumphant in his face; 

His hair, the paleſt brown, in ringlets flow'd, 

And charms beyond the reach of art beſtow'd: 

His forehead white as ſnow, his radiaut eyes 
The bright celeſtial blue that paints the ſkies; 

A guijtleſs bluſh his Blooming cheeks diſcloſe, 

The native tincture of an op'ning roſe; 

His aſpect open, artleſs, and ſerene, _ 

Reveal'd the ſpotleſs mind that dwelt within, 


In this perfection of youthful charms, he has all that 
modetty that riſes from a delicacy of thought, and a 
conſtant fear of offending. I am fo demure. and re- 
ler ved, that he has not the lealt luſpicion « of my, patti- 


ry 
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QUI ality for him; nor dares diſcover his own for me, 
"at, though he believes bis ſtation fo {uperior to mine: he 
285 looks and fighs, but is as ſilent as your great grand - 
hat father's buſto that ſtands on his monument. J am, 
ufd indeed, a very great prude, and never gave him an 
0 opportunity to ſpeak on this ſubject; but if I thould, 
Ar- the attempt would intallibly ſuffocate him. He lately 
ang brought me a baſket of flowers from a little neat gar- 
0 


ö den of his grandmother's; but he ſtood fo long in tut- 


his pence, with the baſket in his hands, that [ feared 
fa the tragrant bloſſoms would have been withered, be— 
By fore he could come to a reſolution to let me have them. 
Deen He would certainly have pretented them to the 
. Queen, with more aſſurance, and a better grace, had 
his he been received with thoie propitious tmiles, which 
une never fail to encourage modelt virtue, and icatter 
no— | every human care, _____ Ros$SALINDA. 
ad- 5 EFFI I | 
he | To Lady Sophia, from the ſame. 
'hen "0 OT bubbling tountains to the thirſty ſwain, 
ach, +? were ever more welcome, dear Lady Sophia, 
ared than your letter to me; nothing can be more ſolemn 
9 4 than the profeſſion of your triendihip, nor more 
ver- agreeable than your raillery on my gallant. He may 
FEI be, as you imagine, one of Count Gabalis's S, 
or tome gentle jpirit of the vale, propitious to virtuous 
lovers; or of she number of the Sylven Gen, with 
whom he ſeems to converſe more than with any thing 
of human race: I have ſeldom ſcen him, but either 
walking in ſome verdant incloſure, under a hedge-row 
of ſhady trees, or fitting with a flute in his band, vy 
iome purling rivulet, mimicking the nightingale's 
penſive note; while the melting muſic glides along 
the ſtream, and echoes through the flowery dale. In 
| one of my rambles with my little miſtreſs, I followed \ 
that...-: the .courſe of a pretty caſcade, which tell from an | 
a: kay deſcent, and led me to a natural bower of trees, 
Pre woe branches mingling at the top tormed a lofty 
iti- arch, and exgkuded the noon-day's ſultry beams: 1 
ity | „„ ä - entered 
| | Ces. LIES 


* 
. 1 — 
* 
* . 
\ 
o 
- 


3 Re LETTERS MORAL 
entered the ſilent retreat, with as much veneration as 
if it had beer ſacred to ſome inviſible power; but how 
great was my ſurprize, when I ſaw the lovely youth 
reclined on a moſſy bank, loft in downy ſleep! the ver- 
dant couch was canopied over with ivy, twining wich 
honey-ſuckles. | 

Never did any thing human appear ſo beautiful! A 
bluſh, like the roly morning, painted his face, while 
{miles of peace and conſcious innocence leemed to ble] 
the golden ſlumber: I gazed for a few moments, witi: 
the ſame guiltleſs delight, as an æthereal 1 88 would 
inſpire; and then ſoftly withdrew. 

If he is, as you flatter me, ſome bright inhabitant 
of the air, the purity of my paſſion is very agrecable 
to a lover of that kind; it is a harmleſs lambent flame 
that plays about my heart, and gives me no manner of 
uncaſinels; it is ſuch a lanctity of affection, as neither 
interrupts nor profanes my devotion ; it has ſomething 
more than the tenderne!s of friend{bip, and lets than 
the warmth and violence of paſſion; and ſeems, like 
the dictates of guiltleſs nature, to ſoften the fatigue of 
my new ſtation, 

Theſe refinements, Lady Sophia, will, 1 tear, be a 
Iittle incredible to you, who are dazuled with the lul- 
tre of a Duke's coronet, and have placed your affec- 
tions on mortal charms. 

I am now come to the ſerious part of your letter: 
I know that religion is the governing principle of your 
actions; which makes me the more ſurprized that you 
ſhould pertuade me to put myſelf on the hazard oi a 
ſecond trial. Are you ture, that neither the flatte 
nor threatenings of ray father will prevail with me 9 3 
renounce the retormed religion, and perſure myſelt, 
by giving my vows to a man my ſoul deteits? Do you 
think the | parks of vanity and ambition are extinguiſhed 
in my breatt? That greatneis and plcaiure bave no 
charms? Or that the tender affection I have for my 
father will ever be effaced ? Oh! Lady Sophia, if you 
knew the 9 it coſt me, to break through theſs 
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ſoft, theſe powerful engagements, you would not per- 


ſuade me to quit this peacetul retreat, and put the event 


on another trial. | | 

Vour care for me ſeems confined to this world, 
whatever becomes of me in the next: could you meet 
me again, ſhining in the drawing-room, or ſparkling 
in the ring, it would perhaps content you; though I 
never glittered among the ſtars, nor was admitted into 
the celcitial aſſemblies. If I lot the muſic of the 
ſpheres, I ſuppoſe» your heart would be at reſt, could 
I once more hear the tranſporting (ound of. a Title, 
and be reſtored to my lolt dignity : and yet the pot- 
ſeſſion of thele privileges never put me in an ecſtaſy; 
nor can I help fancying, Rolalinda has as mufival a 
ſound as Lady Frances: I never found a ſpell in thoſe 
right honourable ſyllables for an aching head, or an 
heavy heart: my Ladvſhip finds as great ſatisfaction 
in ranking a ſet of Delj? diſhes on a free- ſtone chimney- 
piece, as ever | had in ditþoiing my fine China on an 


Indian cabinet. | 


A clean Cambrick cap, and an Holland gown 


wrought with natural flowers, is the top of my finery ; 
in which 1 like myſelf as well, and think I look as 
handſome, as when I was dreſſed in brocades and jewels 


for a birth-night. Indeed, that happy occation always 
gave an alacrity to my thoughts, and carried me 
through the glorious toil with pleaſure: but I have 


a mind as eaſy and innocent now, as when burthened 


with thoſe coftly ornaments; a red crols-knot, a glaſs 
necklace, and flowers in my boſom, are the only uſe— 


leſs parts of my dreſs; which is either the gift of 


nature, or honeſtly paid for; in which I am a thouſand 
times more happy than I ſhould be in borrowed finery, 
at the expence of ſome induftrious trader's ruin, and 
that of his whole family, | . 
You find, Lady Sophia, I am very well at eaſe, 
and enjoy a perfect tranquillity, in this humble Ration : 
it was a principle truly rational and divine, that in- 


duced me to give up all the ſplendid diſtinctions of 


3 | a my 


— — 


— 


R 
2 


nn in ion oi AE r e 
— —2— baun. 


a. _— — -_ w- — 
— - — 3 
= ——— ers . rr re 
8 - = — - p-- 2 2 
2 II WO - 


8-4, acl 
SW oc. ARR"; 


— 


- 5 
2 - — 
* EH nes WW — 83 „ 
— 7 
2 : — — 8 — * FO 2 — * 
2 — _ . "= . - — ern. —_ — 
— Oy: _ . 0 ah - * 9 — * — A * 
wore vine tr LE = 5 6 — * — = 8 — 
* > — * 7 Sy > 3 I W 
r — _ 
N — 
9 " ws 5 10 — — —— a = ww — 
* 1 1 En, Cn ER a — — OT OI — * _— 8 
ö 2 oa 0 „ n — q 4 * 2 . 
* 4 > — 2 * — g * — 7 7 
- . 4 by 2 MC. mot - a 
2 _ 2 — — 2 nn n * 
” $0 
? 
: £ 
a 7 
» 


* 
23 5 


— — .——— W 2 a 


- nal 0 Re 


wr Pr. 1 ” 4 * — 
— On GR 


— 


r r — — 


1 * 
* 


* r — 
— 
+ L 
15 * 4 


150 LETTERS MORAL 

my birth, the eaſe and delicacy to which I had been ac. 
cotomed; rather than baſely deny thoſe tacred truths, 1: 
which my ſoul religiouſly aſſented, and who divine at- 
ticles tome of my glorious anceitors have ſigned with 
their blood. 

Inftead of looking back with regret c on my paſt ran: 
deur, the refignation gives me a tate of celeſtial joy; 
the longs of angels could not foothe me with 12 
harmony, than what reſults from the ſecret approba— 
tion of my own reaſon; and while all within is peace- 
ful and ſexene, whether I am in a palace or cottage, 
my happineſs | is ſecure, RosaLInDa, 

LL E:F-EL R HE. 
| To Lady Sophia from the ſame. | 
JOUR advice, dear Lady Sophia, is without que! 
1 tion well meant, but I dare not follow it : my fa- 


ther is ſo far from relenting, that I have had intelli- 


gence ſince I came here, that he has iworn by all that 


is holy, unleis I will marry Count Altamont, and em— 


brace the Romith religion, he wil} ſettle his whoie eftate 


on ſome monaſtery at his deceafe. 


This was what I expected; and I am ſure you w'll 
not periuade me to renounce Heaven, and damn myſelt, 
for the ſordid purchaſe of eighty thouſand pounds; nor 


would you confiderately adviſe me to hazard a ceteſtial 


advancement for a gilded coronet, or prefer the flatter y 
of miſtaken mortals to the approbation of angels: they 


have been witneſſes of my pious vows ; and ſhould J 


violate my faith, and turn apoſtate to Heaven, thole 


miniſters of light would bring in their awful evidence, > 


and ſtand my accuſers at the Jait dreadful tribunal ; and 


can you in earneſt think it the effect of wiſdom and 
juſt reflection, to dare the menaces of divine jultice, 


rather than incur my father's unmerited reſentment? 
Such J muſt term it, having found his affections entirely 
alienated before I left him: there is full evidence he 
was pleaſed with my flight, and takes no thought of 
making any enquiry about it. 

But Heaven can witneſs with what reluctance I have 
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torn myſelf from the ſight of this unnatural parent; 


what anguiſh, what pangs of affection, it coſt me! 


This was the moſt difficult part of my conqueſt; the 


gelicacy and foftneſs to which I had been inured, the 
| eclit of birth and quality, reputation and efteem of 
my iriends, I refigned with ſome degree of fortitude : 
hut here nature with ſpecious arguments oppoled, and 
had triumphed in my prediction, unaſſiſted by the ſa- 


cred oracles; to them I applied in this perplexity, and 
received aid from their heavenly illuminations. Here I 


found it by eternal truth determined“ He that 


loveth father or mother more than me, 1s not worthy of 


me. -I worſhipped, and obeyed the celeſtial dictates. 


This was no raſh inconſiderate action, but the effect 
of reaſon and defign: after having counted the coſt, I 


found the odds to be infinite; the damage was mo- 
- mentary, the recompenſe unlimited and immenſe. 


'Tis finiſhed now, the great deciding part ; | 
The world's ſubdued, and Heav'n has all my heart, 
Earth's gaudy ſhows, and pomp of courts, adieu! 
For ever now I turn my eyes from you, 


What can the world, what can the artifice of hell 
propoſe, to tempt me to relinquiſh my choice! What 
could they lay in the balance againit the ſovereign - 
good! what could they offer as an equivalent to the 


favour of the infinite Divinity, whoſe ſmiles enlighten 
the realms of joy, and fill the celeſtial inhabitants with 


unutterable ecſtaly! Aſk thoſe happy ſpirits, who 
know what the light of his, countenance imports, what 
| ſhould buy one moment's. interval of their bliſs :—Aſk 
ſome radiant Cherub, amidſt his flaming raptures, at 
- what price he values his enjoyment :--- And when they 
have named the purchaſe, earth and hell may try to 
balance my glorious expectations--- _ „„ 


Pleaſure would court in vain, and beauty ſmile, 
Glory in vain my wiſhes would beguile; 
The perſecutor's rage I would not fear! 
Let Death in ev'ry horrid form appear, 


* 
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And with his keeneſt darts my breaſt aſſail; _ 
When breath, and ev'ry vital ipring, ſhall fail, 
This ſacred flame on brighter wings thail riſe, 
And unextinguiſh'd reach its native ſkies. 


A thouſand times bleſt be that propitious Power, 
who from the plenitude of bliſs, and the higheſt exal- 


tation of glory, deſcended to low mortality; and by 


his own great example and ſufferings animated my 
breaſt with this divine fortitude, and marked a way 
to victory and immortal hunour. How ſincerely 1 


have followed the heavenly illumination, my witnels is 


within, and my record on high. My father, I know 
is inexorable, and has cut me off from his paternal 


care, and all the privileges of my birth; but while I 
lock forward to the bright recompenſe prepared for 


ſuffering virtue, this loſs fits lightly on my foul. 

But triendſhip with a ſtronger force detains me: 
here my foul is in ſuſpence,---Dear Lady Sophia, how 
ſhall I Ipeak my laſt adieu? I feel the pangs of fepara- 
tion, an anguiſh beyond all the emphaſis of human 
learning to utter. Adieu! we muſt meet no more, 'til! 


the courſe of nature is diſſolv'd, and the fun has mea- 


ſured his laſt radiant circle round the ſkies. 5 
ROSALINDA. 

LETTER IV, | 
To Laurinda, | 
JOIN with me, dear Laurinda, in thanking Heaven, 
that J am once more returned to the manſton- ſeat of 


« 


my foretathers ; for had I ſtaid much longer in Lon- 


don, I had certainly left my wits there, Would you 
believe that my ſerious retired temper could find charms 
in a multitude, or my heart be held captive in the ſplen- 
did circle of a blue garter! That IT who have been 
uſed to view the ſtars which glittered over my head in 
a clear night, ſhould be dazz}:d with the luſtre of an 
embroidered one! And yet all this has befallen me. 


1 was the other day making a viſit to Cleomira, when 


the Duke of --------'s chariot with three laced foot- 
men behind it : ſtopped at the door : 1 was at the win- 
dow, 


para- 
uman 
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dow, and ſaw him alight: he is really a handſome 


man, but his charms were extremely increaſed by the 


pomp which ſurrounded him; and the reſpectful awe 
with which his attendants approached him heightened 
the majeſty of his appearance; his legs were formed 
into the exacteſt ſyminetry by the magnificent clocks 
of his ſtockings. The deference which was paid him 
at his firſt coming into the room, taught me to look 
upon him as ſomething above the race of mortals, 
which I had been uſed to converſe with. When I had 


time to conſider his face, I found it received a much 
greater addition from a fair wig loaded with powder, 


than it could have done from artleſs ringlets of the moſt 
lovely hair. After he had fat a little, he aſked Cleo- 


mira to go with him to his houſe, to ſee a fine ſet of hang- 


ings, which were juſt come over from the Gobelins : ſhe 


excuſed hertelf, as being obliged to ſtay and entertain 


me; but he aſked me to be of the party; and as 


' ſoon as Cleomira's coach was ready, we all went to- 
gether, But if I was charmed with the ſparkling cha- 
riot and embroidered coat, I was enchanted with the 
— houle; the lofty roofs, the painted ſtair-caſe, and gilded 
wainſcot, ſtruck me with a pleaſure I had never felt; 
however, it was an unquiet joy, and I longed to be at 
home; tor I thought myſelf in a dangerous ſituation. 
As toon as Cleomira had ſet me down at my lodgings, 
I ͤ immediately fat about packing up my things; and 
the very next morning, in the height of my ecſtacy, left 
London and all its pomp behind me: but how are ei- 
ther my eves or every object altered fince I have been 
_abfent! The houle uſed to appear a hand ſome ancient 
building, but now I find it only a Gothic heap of 
ſtone; the cielings are jo low, that I am afraid of 


knocking my brains out; and the entry fo narrow, that 
it I ſhould meet any body, I thould certainly run back 


again, for fear of being ſqueezed againit the wall in 


endcavouring to paſs, I went to pull down the ve- 


nerable pictures of my anceſtors, becanſe they were not 
painted in Italy: the bow-windows terrify me, and. 


muſt 


f 
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muſt be changed into Venetian ones; for there is no 
bearing the light which ſtrikes through ſo untathion.. 
ble a piece of architecture. The roly daughters ot the 
neighbouring *ſquires are become in my eyes auk ward 
figures, and there is tomething 10 ungentee] and coarle 
in ſuch an exuberance of health, that I cannot bear to 
look at them: the young men of the village appear to 
be downright bumpkins, and I cannot perceive any 
beauty in the cheartul bloom of their countenances, or 
juſt proportion of their ſhape, through the melancholy 
diſguiſe of unpowdered locks and plain broad-cloth 
apparel; if they talk to me, I am amazed a man has 
the aſſurance to open his mouth any where who has not 
a right to ſpeak in the Houſe of Peers, and can never 
comprehend how any thing worth communicating can 

enter into a head which was never circled with a coro- 
net, Sentences which are uttered by plain Cleon have 
no force; though perhaps the ſame words would have 
all the charms of eloquence, if pronounced by an Earl, 

You ſee I am not very happy at preſent in the to- 
ciety of my old acquaintance z but I hope this delicacy 
will ſoon wear off, or I ſhall not be able to behave 
myſelt patiently among a ſet of people, with whom I 
have formerly ſpent many happy hours. 

Adieu, my dear Laurinda: my politeneſs will not 
leſſen, but increaſe the value I ſet upon your friendſhip; 
ſince I am ſure the Beau Monde would approve me for 
bang N your's, &c. | LA VAN A. 


LETTER 5 


The Segal of the Story of Sylwia, in the third Letter 
of the firſt Part of Letters morel and entertaining. 


- To Belindc. 
MADAM, 


d ſuſpicions are too ;ult, of the ratios of my 
late ficknets: I have ed with great impatience 
for the ſatisfaction of diſcloſing the ſecrets of my {out 
to you's but my Rrength would no ſooner Permit me to 
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give you this proof of my obedience to your commands, 
and the confidence I have in your fidelity. | 

Why was I formed with theſe ſoft inclinations, this 


fatal propenſity to love! How happy are you, who 


amidſt the gayeſt advantages of vouth and fortune, can 
act with ſuch a gracetul regularity, and govern your 


paſſions with an abſolute command, free from thoſe 
tender emotions which interrupt the felicity of my lite! 


I {pent the laſt winter in the country with my fa— 


ther, whoſe pious inſtructions, confirmed by his own 


practice, directed me to a refined and immortal happt- 


\ nels: nor could any invitations from the Comteſſe de 
R. =, nor all my brother's importunity, prevail 
with me to quit a retirement where I found ſo much 


peace and unmoletted tranquillity, My criminal pal- 
fion tor Monſieur le Comte ------- ſeemed perfectly ex- 
tinguiſhed, and gave place to a nobler attachment; 
Heaven had all my vows, thither with a divine ambi- 


tion my ſoul aſpired: this ſacred ardour like incente 
mingled with the morning fragrance, and chcared the 
evening ſhades; the whiſp'ring brooks and fylvan re- 
treats witneſſed to the heavenly flame; where, in Jan- 
* guage like this, I often addreſſed the invitible but pre- 


ſent Divinity): | py | 
0 thou, whom unſeen I\love,- tell me by what 


gentle influence thou doſt attract my deſires. Thee 


eyes have never cen thy lovely face, no accent of thy 
voice has reached my ear ? and yet thou art more inti- 
mate to my foul than any of the objects of ſenſe: to 
thee I tell my inmoſt care, and open every grief; whil- 


ſome heavenly gale diſpels the gloom and breatheSeter- 


nal peace and fragrance on my ſoul, 
Not bleſt Arabia, when her ſpices flow, _ 
And Joad the weſtern breezes with their ſpoils, 
Is half ſo ſweet; nor half ſo {ſweet the breath 
Of op*ning roſes, when the dewy morn _ 
_ Renews the garden's pride, while the glad ſun 
Calls out the blooming life of ev'rv flow'r. 


My wiſhes fly beyond the bounds of this low creation, 


5 5 and 
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and terminate in Thee, the ſpring of freſh and eve 
blooming joys! *Tis Thee, abitractly Thee, oh un. 
created beauty, that J love! not as a miler loves hi; 
wealth, or the ambitious his grandeur ; not as the li. 
bertine loves his pleaſure, or, the generous man his 
friend: thele are flat fimilitudes, and would profane thy 
ſacred ardour; but thou can'ſt read the unutterahee 
thought, and explain the ſecret meaning of my 194! , 
ſearch its inmoſt receſſes; - and if thou findett any com. 
petitor there, remove the darling vanity, and blot every 
name but thine from my heart.” | 
In this elevation, my dear Belinda, would you not 
think me ſecure from mortal charms? Could one © 
your cqual temper conceive there was ſuch an cat 
tranſition from devotion to love—mere earthly love! 
Would the moſt uncharitable perſon in the world have 
laid, that from this ſublime fituation I ſhould in a few 
moments quit the ſkies, and hid the angels farewell! 
But ſuch was the event. My brother coming 2 
to me in the garden, where I was walking, told 1 
the Comte de R intended him the honour of a v/- 
fit, and would be with us the next morning: he 1-: 
me immediately, without obſerving the conſternation | 
was in, or giving himſelf any trouble about my pa nie 


or vapours, | 


I knew not what or where I was; ; the celeſtial ſeen:s 
that had juſt before engaged my contemplation vaniihe ; 
the heavens were no more; Paradiſe, with all its glorv, 

ilzppeared like a fairy viſion; my flight was finiſhes „ 
and I funk to low mortality again. I atked my elf it 

I were atleep or awake, in my right fenies or out © 
my wits; whether I really knew my own name, and was 
indeed the happy perton that a few minutes before he. 
looked with indifference or contempt on all the gay © 
lurements of the world? In this confuſion I food -- 
if I had been fixed to the place by a ſpell, till my fu. 
ther ſent for me to conſult about ſome family affaus, 
as he had always done ſince my mother's death. 

"M0 Comte's viſit was vrhhglly intended to * bro- 

f er; 
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ther; they were engaged in the moſt perfect friend- 


| ſhip, founded on reſembling virtues, and an equal ab- 


horrence of every kind ct vice: it was a full „gar ſince 


J had feen him; it was probable he never lufpected 


my folly, nor once imagined the cauſe of my rerie- 
ment; this yielded me tome ſatisfaction, and gave me 
hopes I ſhould conceal my guilty paſſion. 

But I was undeceived the moment che lovely youth 


arrived; an innàte grandeur gave à dignity to his 


mien; the ſplendour of virtue brightened his aipect 
there was ſomething in his whole behaviour ſo benign 
and engaging, that I found it unpoffible to reſiſt the 
ſoft inſinuation; the pleating den num entirely poſſeſſed 
me, and I betrayed myſelf by a thouſand inadverten- 
cies. However, I had force pauſes of diictetion, and 
ſtarted with horror at my own injuſtice ; my foul was 
full of anxiety, to think how I ſhouid bear tnis inward 
ſtruggle for the ſeven or eight days which the Comte 
intended to ſtay, the firſt of which was not yet paſt. 

The ſummer was now in its pride; and as ivon as 
the evening made walkiig pleaſant, my brother con- 
ducted his agreeable gueſt through a variety of charm- 


Ing walks to an artificial grotto: the top was round 


and lofty, painted with a beautiful ſky, hung with a 


great number of little cryſtal ſconces formed like ſtars; 


in the midſt there was placed one larger than the reſt, 
ſhaped like a creſcent: the ſides of this fine cavity were 
rock work, adorned with branches of coral, mother- 


of, pearl, and a great variety of counterfeit gems, {park- 


ling among the well imitated clifts of marble : it was 
paved in flowers with a kind of molaic work; the ſeats 
were ſhaped like little banks, covered with preenwelvet 
initead of moſs. In this inchanting retreat a ſupper 


was ordered, attended with an exquifite concert of 


voices and inſtruments ; Milton's Morning Hymn was 


lung, and ſeveral of the ſolemneſt Italian compoſures. 


Ine whole performance was noble and pathetic, while 

the gardens and groves around returned a thoutand 

loft melodious echoes. The 
on 1 
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The grave muſic was exactly ſuited to the charming 
ſtranger's genius; and yet, through the whole evening, 
never did any thing appear ſo abſtract, ſo liſtleſs, and 
ſo inattentive. As ſoon as the entertainment was over, 
and the company withdrawn, (except my brother) he 
begged to be excuſed from ſtaying a week, as he de- 
ſigned, and that he might be ſuffered to return the next 
morning; which after ſome apologies on both ſides, 
was agreed. 5 
I was fo ill in the morning, that it prevented me 
ſeeing the Comte, who could not but diſcover the un- 
happy conqueſt he had made, and certainly left us ſo 
ſuddenly, to free me from ſuch a criminal perplexity, 
or to ſtifle the ſame kindling guilt in his own breaſt: 
this laſt was what my brother believed, and thought it 
as glorious an inſtance of virtue and friendſhip, as it 
was poſſible for a man in the warmth of youthful pat 
ſion to give. 

Whatever it was, my diſorder increaſed, until it 
came to a dangerous fever; death was now in view ; 
my tender cares, and fancied diſtreſſes, were loſt in a 
more important concern; the little amuſements of the 
world vaniſhed like dreams! a hovering miſt veiled the 
face of nature, and darkened all its beauty; nor could 
any (ound of joy chear the fullen hours: I was on the 
confines of the grave, entering the habitations of the 
dead; this proſpect had a ſolemnity i in it, beyond what- 
ever I conceived in the hours of health. 

Think, vain fond heart. when on the ſteep 
Of that tremendous awful deep, 
Eternity, in ſad ſuſpenſe I ftood, 
How all my trifling hopes and fears, 
My ſenſeleſs | joys, and idle tears, 
Vaniſh'd at proſpect of the frightful flood 


I ſtood ſhiv? ring on the brink, looking forward with « 
_ dreadful curioſity ; all before me was hid in darknets, 
and impenetrable ſecrecy; the great experiment was 
untried, the region of ſpirits ſtrange and unknown; it 
Was yet perhaps an uncertainty on which my hopes de- 
pended; 
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pended ; the grand queſtion, whether I ſhould be happy 
or miſerable for ever was yet undecided ; I was ſtartled 
at a mere poſſibility of being ſhut out of the ſtarry 
courts, and excluded from the illuſtrious aſſembly oi 
the happy immortalals. | 5 

Inderd I had no intervals of deſpair, my hopes and 
fears were equally balanced; no allowed or unrepented 
crime preſſed my foul: Virtue had been my early and 
deliberate choice, the ſuperior deſign and governing 


' ſpring of all my conduct. I hope I had ſome prepara- 
tion for death, and had often meditated on the ſerious 


ſubject: but it was in the kours of perfect health and 
vivacity; I had never before groaned on a ſick bed; 


| theſe ſolemnities were new, and infinitely more awtul 


than J had ever conceived. : 
Death threatened me now at a diſadvantage, in a 
criſis of folly, an unuſual diſorder of mind; ficknels 


and pain gave every thing a gloumy aſpect, and height- 
ened even natural trailties into the blackeſt guilt z while 


the griſly monarch ſtood inſulting before me, and drew 
his table curtains round my bed; but a ſuperior power 


reſcued me from his ravenous jaws, and bid me live, 
to peak my great deliverer's praiſe. | 


This ſickneſs has given me another ſet of thoughts; 


my apprehenſions of dying are as different from what 


they Were before, as the evidence of waking certain- 


ties are from the airy illuſions of a dream: my notions 

were once very gay and romantic; I fancied I ſhould _ 
take my final leave of the world with an exceeding 
good grace, and bid adieu very ſedately to all the va- 


nities beneath the tun: 'till it came to a trial, I was 
for making my exit in the full bloom of my youth, and 
quitting the ſtage in the moſt becoming manner. While 
the fatal moment appeared at a diſtance, I was delight- 
ed with ſuch images of mortality as the author of the 
following verſes has deſcribed, and with great gaicty 
Indulgent Death, prepare thy gemtle dart, 
To ſtrike a willing and unguarded heart: 
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Where are thy dreadful looks and gloomy train ? 
Fantaſtic mortals all theſe terrors feign : 
Thou haſt an angel's ſmile, and heav'nly grace, 
I find tranſporting beauties in thy face, 
And yield, unforc'd, unto thy cold embrace. 
I come a joyful captive to thy arms; 
This moment has for me ten thouſand charms: 
For thee all human things TI here reſign ; 
My ſpotleſs faith, and virgin vows are thine. 

Myrtillo's fighs, and Sylvia's tears in vain 
In theſe dull regions would my foul retain: 
Forbear your fruitleſs grief; I go to prove 
Unbounded pleaſures, and immortal love; 

Oh, let me unmoleſted cloſe my eyes; 
We'll meet again in yonder bliisful ſkies! 

Young virgins haſte, a flow'ry wreath prepare, 
And diets with guiltleſs ornaments my hair; 
Adorn me with the {ſummer's painted pride, 
And lay the veſtments of the dead afide; 

Nor let a penſive look or mournful tear, 

To cloud the luſtre of your eyes, appear: 

Each nymph be dreſs'd in robes of ſpotleſs light, 
The folding ſtreaming fair with filver white; 

Let {miles on all your lovely faces ſhine, 

Nor at my glorious defiiny repine: 

With decent joy conduct me to the tomb, | 

And hang your gailands round my li room. 


EY Yo 


This is to expire in heroics, to give up the ghoſt wit! 
A poetical decorum, and to be tered a-la-mode d An. 
cadia. Such ſentiments as theſe may pleaſingly amul⸗ 


the mind in the hours of health and (erenity ; but it re— 


quires a ſtrength ſuperior to all human fortitude to {up- 
port the ſoul in the agonics of {eparation; there the 
aids of reaſon and nature fail; only a power Divine 
can diſperſe the fatal gloom, and W it into ca- 
leſtial day. > 

This long letter is owing to vour own . ad 
muſt be the excuſe of, Madam, our J, Ke. 

| SYLVIA. 


LETTER 
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LETTER VI. 
RET, To Leticia, giving an Account of the Death of Amanda. 
( AM jult returned from paying my laſt ceremony to 
the remains of the late beautiful Amanda. The fur- 
priſing ſtate in which for ſeveral weeks the corple lay, 
the richneis of the coffin, or the pomp with which ſhe 
was interred, could no way diſguiſe from my thoughts 
the melancholy circumſtance, that attended the Jaſt ſcene 
of her life: I never think of the manner of her death, 
but a thouſand terrors riſe in my imagination, to re- 
proach me for joining with the reſt of her flatterers, 
in concealing her danger, and ſoothing her with hopes 
of recovery, till death convinced her of the fatal de- 
luſion. 

On this ſubject I hope you will give me leave to be 
ſerious: my youth, which you {o often object againſt 
the gravity of my temper, is no argument in this caſe; 
the fair Amanda was ſtill younger, and yet, after all 
her bloom and vivacity, I ſaw her a pale and lenſelels 

zht, carcaſe. 
| How lately did this celebrated thing 

Shine 1n the box, and ſparkle in the ring! 

It is true the mouldering clay, by a {tately monu- 

ment, is diſtinguiſned from vulgar duſt; but how poor 


in? 


arcs 


om. 


a conſolation is that to an immortal ſpirit, tated to end- 
oft wit! | Tels milery, or unbounded joy! 
le d An. Vou may laugh, and in poor wild wit ridicule theſe 
v amule ſolemn reflections, and lampoon me with the character of 
A a (aint; but, my dear Leticia, this mirth would be more 
to ſup- unreaſonable and ridiculous than my morals : how- 
dere the q ever, I am more charitable than to accuſe you of ſuch 
Divine levity. 
into ce Since you have put me, by your own commands, 
| on this melancholy account, I hope it will be for your 
ty, and advantage when you come to act the cloſing part of life. 
| I told you, in my laſt letter, the accidental reaſon of 
LVIA. | ing in the ſame houſe with Amanda, and her full 


reſolution not to go into the country, however neceſſary 
Ie was for her health! ; no argument could prevail with 


"TER - = | | O 3 5 her 
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her to quit the amuſements of the town, in which 61: 
had always a ſhare, till the poſitive order of her phy. 
iicians confined her from going abroad. Her diſtempe: 
was lingering, but incurable; this, in my hearing 
the doctor owned to her elder ſiſter, in whoſe family 
ihe was: he told us, that he thought two or thre 
months would be the. utmoſt limits of her life, Which 
he begged might be conftaled, and that we would ke: a 
her as chearfal Js poſſible ; but the natural gaicty ot 
her temper prevented that care, for her buſinels was to 
cet rid of time and leiſure. She could not go the mal- 

querade, but took care to let her acquaintance know 
how welcome their appearance, in every fantaſtic di“ 
guiſe, would be in her own apartment: the languiſhed 
aitcr the delights of the ſtage ; but, to ſupply that, or. 
ders were given for ſome farce or comedy to be read jor 
her diverſion. Sometimes a game at picquet paſſed 
away the tedious moments ; ſhe has often kept the cards 
in her hands till a ſwooning fit interrupted the impor- 
tant affair. This, you will think, was a pious prepa- 
ration for the laſt change! a glorious manner of con 
cluding the action of human life! 

Her beauty was as much her joy and dn 
as ever: ſhe was exceeding pale; but there was a cer- 
tain elegance in her features, and ſomething ſo peculi. 
arly charming in her air, tat triumphed over her in- 
diſpoſition; and to give a fluſh to her complex: n, the 
had prevailed with her ſiſter to change her window cut 
tains, which were yellow ſilk, for ſome of a bright crim- 
fon. Her toilet took up as much ot her time as ber 
ſtrength would permit; the adjuſting a becoming and 
modith undreſs would ſemetimes fo exhauſt her ſpirits, 
that ſhe was forced to pauſe, and leave the mighty tas 
unfiniſhed: it was but two days before ſhe died, that 
ſhe ordered the moſt faſnionable dejhabille to be ſent tor 
from France; as if deſigned to expire genteelly, and 
appear polite even in the languiſhments of death. 

Her ſiſter, though many ycars older, under the in- 
lvence of the lame unhappy education, indulged the 
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vanity of her inclination in every punctilio; whatever 


was the conſequence, the dying fair mutt be diverted 


from every thing that was reaſonable and {erious: ons 


would wonder her invention could find ſuch a ſeries of 


impertinencies; monkeys, parrots, buffons, ioit muſic, 
and tender ſongs, were always ready to entertain every 


little interval of eaſe or ſtrengtn the poor unthinking 
patient had. 


This to me was the moſt melancholy ſcene in the 


world; I have forced a ſmile, when my heart has been 
inwardly bleeding with griet and compaſſion : not a 
day paſſed but, with tears ſtreaming from my eyes, 1 
importuned Marina to let her iter know her danger, 


and to ſend for a neighbouring clergyman of great 


piety, ſometimes to pray with her, and, at leaſt to ac- 


quaint her that ſhe was not immortal; that it was pot: 
ible for her to die, as well as other people. 
This advice ihe rejected, as politively as if I had 


perſuaded her to ſend tor ag exec!itioner, to at patch her 
filter into the next world: Ten, Madam,” laid 1, 
at leaſt forbear to diſtr act and hinder her fr om every 


ſerious reflection.“ | 
Serious reflection! mv dear Emily, ine 1 


* where have you learnt this cant? How long have you 
pr actiſed that ſaintly air? Look into the glat s, and ſee 
if you can forbear laughing at yourtelt; would you 


have me put on that preciſe look, and murder my fi- 
ter by telling her that ſhe had but a month to live! It 
would infallibly throw her into the agonies of death: 


you cannot be ſo barbarous to give me this advice! 


You know what effect our pious fraud had, of putting 
St. Auſtin's Meditations into her h: ends, inſtead of 


5 Otway' s Plays; the accidental opening it at a medita- 
tion on death had almoſt thrown her into a convulſion. 


But this,* continued ſhe, © is the effect of your ſtrange 


Notions, You repreſent the Supreme Being in ſuch a 
| gloomy view, that it makes you perfectly lupert ſtitious: 


my thoughts, I confefs, arc more Jightſome and irec ; 
I believe the mcrcics of Heaven unbounded, and at 
there 
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there is nothing in theſe little gaicties offenſive to God, 


or injurious to man: nor, indeed, is a future ftate of 
puniſhment any part of my creed; I make no queſtion 
but my fifter will be inſenſible or happy whenever fhe 
dies, and it ſhall be my bulineis to make her io the 
| ſhort ſpace ſhe has to live, which may be a month or 
two longer, by the doctor's conjectures the laſt viſit he 
made. Come, added ſhe, © you muſt go with me, and 
endeavour to divert her; but pray put off that ſancti— 
ficd aſpect, and try to look a little more like an inhabi. 
tant of this world.“ | SY 

TI could not retuſe attending her to Amanda's apart. 
ment, whom we found in a muſing melancholy poſture; 

which to divert, Marina told her, ſhe looked exceeding 
well, and nothing could be more gentee] than the de. 
habille, in which the appeared. This a little bright. 
encd the chagrin on her viſage, and made her ſomething 
atteygtive to the pranks of a new monkey, which her 


page had juſt introduced to divert his tair miſtreſs; 


who, in the midſt of the recreation was leized with a 
fainting fit, ſunk back in an ealy chair, and after a 
few hours convulſive pangs, gave up the ghoſt, 
I have been to particular in this account, in hopes 
it will have a laſting influence on your conduét; and, 
by being faithful to my living friend, I may atone, it 
poſſible, tor*my inſincerity to the dead. I have a thou- 
ſand and a thoutand times reproached mylclt, for not 
letting Amanda plainly know her danger; leaving the 
event to Heaven, I am convinced it was my duty, in 
{pite of all the falſe rules by which the friendſhip of this 
world is guided. | | 
Theſe two ſiſters had the misfortune, in their early 
years, to loſe their mother, and were left to the con- 
duct of a father, who made it his pride to think and 
live freely: he looked on all religion as a ſtate policy, 


and put the Bible and Alcoran on a level; with thete 


principles he perverted his daughters minds, and ex- 
cept obſerving the ſtricteſt forms of honour and reputa- 
tion, they were governed by no rule but their caprice; 


nd 
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reaſoning, that I have never read any thing ſince I 
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and the faſhions of the age. Thus they ſaw then 
father live, and thus they ſaw him die, entirely negli- 


% 
* 


4 


75 


gent, and thoughtleſs of any thing beyond the period 


tions, one of his libertine companions read Dryden's 
 *Zeranflation of Lucretius to him in his laſt hours; 


while fearleſs and inſenſible he met death and all its 
ſucceeding horror - 

” Amanda's death has made a deep impreſſion on my 
thoughts; I have bid the modiſh world adieu, and am 
now retired to my brother's country ſeat, You may 
ſpleen, but I hope it is the effect of juſt 


came hither, but books of devotion, Mr. Law's ex 
cellent Treatiſe of Chriſtian Perfection has been in- 
ſtructive to me. The character of Miranda has railed 
a noble emulation in my mind, though I deſpair of 
reaching that perfection. . 


If you make me a viſit, you will not find me en- 


gaged in cards at one-and-thirty, nor telling riddles, 


or drawing valentines with my country neighbours ; 


but muſing by the fide of a gentle calcade, or ſitting 


in ſome fragrant bower, liftening to the ſongs of Hea- 
ven in Dr. Watts's pious numbers. | 


Hark ! how beyond the narrow bounds 
Of time agd ſpace they run, 

And ſpeak in moſt majeſtic ſounds 
The Godhead of the Son; 


How on the Father's breaſt he lay, 
The darling of his ſoul, 

Infinite years before the day, 
Or heavens began to roll, 


And now they fink their lofty tone, 
And milder notes they play; 

And bring th' eternal Godhead down, 
To dwell in humble clay. 3 


It this long letter ſhould give you the ſpleen, J hope 
e | | „„ 


- 
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it will be your advantage; nothing but that is the 
intention of, Madam, your mojt Bambi ſervant, 

EMiILIA, 
1 ETTER VII. 
The Anſwer to Emilia. 
Von letter, I hope, will be a reſtraint on the 
5 great levity of 1 my temper : the account of Amanda's 
death will leave me without excuſe, if I ſhould carry 
my vanity fo far as to act the laſt part of my lite with 
ſo little propriety, I cannot, without the warmeſt 
gratitude to Heaven, reflect on the advantage of a 
different education and principles, which I hope will 
never be effaced from my ſoul. 

But, my dear Emilia, I ſhall never bs ſo good as 
you would have me, nor as I os deſire to be: 
J have yet ſome tender engagements to break, before 
I bid adieu to the world, and rank myſelf in the num- 
ber of departed ſpirits; I cannot on a ſudden contract 


ſuch intimacies with inviſible beings, as to abandon _ 


all my material acquaintance. I deſpair of following 
you and Miranda, who, if you were Roman Catholics, 
are in a fair way of being canonized (as many a mi- 
lerable ſinner has been before you.) Of whatever rel1- 


gion J am, it is certain I ſhall never be numbered in 


the ſame claſs with St. Winetrid. 

You love poetry, and it is a pleaſure to me tc oblige 
you with any thing writ on a ſubject fo agreeable to 
your taſte, as theſe verſes inſcribed to Mrs. N 


bl 


a perſon of ftri&t piety, though ſhe does not turn re- 


cluſe, and live in a grotto, but converſes freely with the 

| Polite world, and keeps an unblemiſhed character in it. 

Iwill leave you now to your ſhady retreats and mur- 

muring brooks. 
On Solitude. 

INSCRIBED TO MRS. M . 

YE groves, and flow'ry vales, in vou we find 

The fi{t unblemiſh'd joys 7 for man dehgn'd; 

Your charming ſcenes th' attentive mind ſupply 
With pleaſure in its nice veriety': 


Nature 


1e 


| Wache and Tamar's boakked fame, Save place: 
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Nature does here her virgin ſmiles afford, 


And ſhews us Paradiſe again reftor'd; 
Our fouls their former harmony acquire, 


And vexing care and conſcious guilt retire. 


Propitious Solitude! thou kind retreat 
From all the vain amuſements of the great! 
In thee alone, without diſguſt we prove 
The endleſs ſweets of innocence and love: 
Beauty and wit may find a refuge here, 
Unenvy'd ev'n Belinda might appear; 
Each nymph would yield the unconteſted prize, 


And ev*ry ſwain pay homage to her eyes. 
Flouriſh, ye gentle ſhades, and rural feats; 


Let endleſs Fein deck your loft retreats ; 
Peace dwell upon your banks, ye ſilver 8 
The Muſes chalte delights, and conſtant themes! 
For ever you the poet's brealt inſpire, 

With ſprightly joys, and wake the golden wien 


Retir'd in fragant bow'rs, the Hebrew King, 
For Pharaoh's daughter, touch'd the tuneful ftring ; 
The fair Egyptian's charms his foul poſſeſt, 
And flPd with ſacred ecſtaſies his breaſt; 
Celeſtial numbers melted from his tongue, 

In human figures truths divine were ſung, 
While Lebanon's high cedars lent an ear, 
And Siloe roſe ahave its banks to hear; 
Hermon and Carmel kept the plealing lay, 
And Sharon's painted vale appear'd more gay. 

What pow'r, enchanting Solitude, is thine! 
That men, for thee, the deareſt ties reſign: 

For thee the monarch lays his crown aſide, 


And the young lover quits his weeping bride; 
The hero gives the chace of honour o'er, 


And fame and glorious conqueſt tempt no more; 
The ſofter ſex, with fearleſs piety, 


To woods and favage wilds have follow'd thee. 


Fair Magdalen the flatt'ring world declin'd, 
And to a narrow cave her charms confin'd: - 
In Herod's wanton court admir'd ſhe ſhone, 
And all the tempting paths of vice had known; 
To her's, the beauties of the Hebrew race, - 


Love 
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Love triumph'd i in her voice, her looks, and mien, 
And love in all her fatal form was ſeen; 

A. thouſand youthful hearts her power obey'd, 
And homage to her ſoft dominion paid: 

But thus in Nature's gayeſt bloom admir'd 

A penitent ſhe gloriouſlly retir'd; 

Her coſtly ornaments are laid abide, | 

With all the vain addreſs of female pride: 

Her hair neglected, o'er her boſom flow'd, 
And charms beyond the reach of art beſtow d: 
A mourning robe the wore, a penſive grace, 
And ſoft remorſe ſat on her lovely face; 

A vaulted rock for her retreat ſhe chaſe. 
Among the clifts a murm'rivg fountain roſe; 
Here contemplation, pray*r and loity praiſe, 
In ſolemn order meaſur'd out her days: 

To Heav'n her vows with early ardour fled, 
Before the Sun his morning glories ſpread ; 
When from his height he pour'd down golden ſtreams, 
Her wing'd devotion met his noon-day beams; 
Till in the welt with fainter light he ſhone, 
Unir'd the heav'nly votary went ons 
The Moon ſerene in midnight {plendour fat, 
With countleſs Stars, attending on her ſtate; 

I oe cares and noiſy buſineſs of the day, 

In reſt, and ſoothing dreams, diſſolv'd away; 
The drowſy waters crept along the ſhore, 

And ſhepherds pip'd upon the banks no more; 
The trees their whiſpers ceas'd, the gentle gale 
No longer danced along the dewy vile; 

Tae peaceful echoes undiſturb'd with ſound, 
Lay lumb' ring in the cavern'd hills around; 
Fection and care, and midnight riot flepr; 

But ſtill the lovely ſaint her holy vigils kept. 


It you could but find ſuch a convenient habitation: 
as this, it would be to your heart's content: for my 
part, I ſhall never hide my virtue in obſcurity ; it ſha!! 
not be my fault if the world is not in{trafted by my ex- 
ample, But to be ſerious, I verily believe we have both 
the {ame important intereſts in view, though we are {> 
different in out tempers: we never meet but it puts me 


in 
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in mind of the two weeping and laughing Philoſophers. 
The very {ame caule has often had the oppolite effect 
on our ditpokitions ; but in ſpite of this ſeeming con— 
tradition, that ſacred amity by which we are united 
fall never be violated by, Madam, your obedient huim- 
ble ſervant, LETiCia. 

LETT ER VIII. 


To Leticia, in Anfewer to the foregoing Leiter. 


JE you have heard of my brother's death, you can 


be no ſtranger to the excels of 'my grief. "Phe Poem 
you ſent came very fealon ably 3 in the Pair Penitent 1 
tound a plan of lite ſuited to my melancholy temper z 
which has found inore relief by a fort of vitionary con- 
'olation than from all the efforts of reafon: you have 


ten thought ht to divert me with your lleeping as 


vi _ as waking reveries, and 1 know I cannot oblige 
you more than by cating this uncommon dream. 
Whether it was the excurſion of fancy, or whether 


the ſcene was dilpoicd by an angel, I cannot deter- 
mine; but as I was litting in a ſummer-houle, my 


uſual retreat in an aiternocn, reading Milton's Elegy 
on Lycidas, a cdowny flumber cloſed my eyes, and 
junk my fro in the plealing oblirion. 

L found mylelf in a place gay as the poet's deſerip- 
tion of the Cy prian giovęs: beneath an inviting ſhade 
{ reſted on a bank of violets, and without ſuprize faw 
my brother in a glittering habit, and beautiful beyond 
the race of men, approaching; he leated himſelt by me, 
and with a ſmile of celeſtial charity thus began. 
II is with the higheſt ſatisfaction, my dear ſiſter, 


I come to give you a Telation that will animate your 


virtue. As you afſiſted mine in a ſtate of mortal im- 
perfection, you know I had ſome intervals of doubt, 
and nature ſhrunk at the entrance of the gloomy valley; 


the darkneſs was untried and impenetrable: but how 


great was my ſurprize, when I tound this momen- 


tary night ſuceceded by an eternal noon! while my 


Guardian Angel, with an aſpect of ineffable ſweetneis, 


bid me follow him, © I obeyed: 


= 
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I obeyed: in an inſtant the earth was loſt to my 
view; the fun diminiſhed to a ſtar; innumerable worlds 
were paſt, with a ſpeed ſwifter than a morning ray; 
the gates of heaven now appeared, and at the angel's 
command rolled back on their golden hinges: but 


what glories were diſcloſed, no language on earth can 


deſcribe: Omnipotence and infinite Wiſdom ſeemed 


without limits here to have been exerted; through en- 


chanting groves I traced the delicious borders, where 
the fountains of life pour out their ſtreams ; paſling 
from one ſcene of wonders to another, ardent to pay 
wy homage, I preſſed forward to the ſacred throne. 

© The Supreme Benignity at once beamed torth on 
me: Joſt in ecitaly, I fell proftrate before my Sovereign, 


when with accents that breathed immortal joy and 


harmony, he bid merile to perfect purity and bliſs.” 


© A ſtarry tiara was placed on my head, and a golden 


lute in my hand; I mingled with the grand aſſembly, 


the thouland times ten thouſand rantomed from every 


language and tribe on earth : with them I joined my 


grateful tribute to the great Benefactor of mankind, _ 


whole ſufferings and death have given me acceptance, 
victory, and litez I rejoiced in God my Saviour; I 
triumphed an the height of his exaltation; infinite Ma- 
jeſty, ſoftened by equal love, appeared in his form, 


the br ightneſs of the Divinity, the joy of Heaven, the 


theme of every celeſtial ſong.” 
I have made this imprelfion on your ſleeping ima- 


gination, being permitted to give you no other account 


of my happinels: be not impatient of the affliètions 
of litez the whole of your mortal duration 1s but a mo- 
ment, to the future recompence; if you live to the 
honour of your Maker, and the advantage of your 
companions on earth, it will for ever heighten the 
traniports of your joy in the realms of light.“ 

Here with loft melody the pleafing icene vaniſhed : 


J waked at the imaginary muſic, and found it had 


left a calm and ſedate compoſure in my ſoul; like a 


a beam 
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your humble ſervant, 


imitated and real greatnels. 
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ba from Heaven, it diſperſed the gloom, and opened 


a ſerene and lightlome proſpect before me. 
Ye Greary waſtes, adicu! 
Reaſon, Religion, now I follow you. 
Enough to Nature and the grave are paid: 
Behold, the fair celeſtial ſcene's diſplay'd. 

It appeared too regular for a natural excurſion of 
fancy, but I ſhall leave that undetermined ; amidit 
all your gaities, you are as guiltlels of incredulity as 
EMILIA, 


LETTER IX. 
The Anſwer to Emilia. 


I Am not ſupriſed, that ſuch a ſhining viſion as you 


have delctibed, has allayed your grief, and reſtored 


the tranquiili'y of your mind; but I am afraid you 


are not yet gay enough to excule the vivacity of my 
temper, or ſuffer me to laugh: it is without your 
conſent if I am happy, and very much pleaſed with 
any of the tranſitory vanities of this world; which, I 


muſt own, have ſome prevailing charms for me, from 
whole ſoft captivity I cannot yet get free. Es 

I was lait night at a play, in which there was 
the part of a Princeſs well ated, and the ſentiments 


belonging to the character were juſt and noble; yet 


I was not half to well pleaſed as I had often been 


before with the ſame repreſentation: I ſoon found the 
reaſon of my diſſatisfaction, and the difference between 
—The Princeis Royal 
was at the play, and juſt in my view: all that elegance 
and dignity of thought the poet had deſcribed bright- 
ened her aſpect; every virtue was there conſpicuous; 
the gentle, the engaging imile, was beyond the reach 
of numbers; a thoutand nameleſs graces diſcovered 
the innate perfections of her mind, and gave the charm- 
ing Prince's a diſtinction peculiar to conſcious merit, 
and beyond all imitation. 

I intend you a viſit before the ſpring (that faireſt 


ſeaſon of the year) is patt: I am willing to ſee you » 
ence more in this world; for I am not ſure we ſhall 


P 5 "Meet 
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meet in the next, though I ſincerely deſire it; nothing 4 
| will more N to my happineſs, than your con- rel 
verſation ; I catch lome emanation of your virtue, and Eb 
| am inſpired with new convictions of the vamity of the 
| world ; my reaſon gains ground, and my patfions {ub- | | 


fide. 1 may venture to look grave in your company, 
but in my preſent modiſh way of life I date not fo 
| much as put on an air of thought and reflection, nor 
| ſeem to have any thing in the earth to do, bur to amule 
myſelf, and the volatile beings I converſe with. You 
ſee, if I was wiſer than I-reaily am, I ſhould take 
pains to conceal it, rather than be fingular and un- 
taſhionable. 
I have ſent the verſes I promiſed 1 to procure for 
you. 5 
On Beauty. 
Victorious Brauty! by what potent charm 
Doſt thou the ſoul of all its force diſarm! 
We bleſs our chains, abhor our liberty, 
And yield the unconteſted prize to thee, 
Whether we raſh or calm deſigns purſue, | 
Thane is the glorious motive ſtill in in viewer 4 
For thee we ſearch the wide creation round, 
| | Hut thou art no where in perfection found; 
| | Some blemiſh till remains on mortal pride, 
| And crowding years its aity boaſts deride, 


, Triumphant Beauty fits in Fl.via's eyes; m 
g But while we gaze, the trembling luſtre dies. b. 
Bellair's complet: Iv ferm'd with every grace, . 

ge | 12 

A faultleſs ſhape, and an enchanting face; 11 


In all his motions, e each becoming air, 
Grgatneſs and native elegance appear ; 
Careleſs and tree in life's deluding bloom, > 
While envious death threatens a haity doom, | 
Some gentle milſtreſs, tull of love aud truth, 
Shall ſoon lament the dear unrivall 'd youth, 

Thou lovely, fleeting, tranſitory thing ; \ 
From what 1mmen'e Perfection doit thou ſpring ! | 
To what complete Original return, 

| While we thy mort PP vainly mourn 
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motions, though I am not vet fo wiſe as you would 
have me, nor as I intend to be; but in whatever cha- 
rafter you put me, do me the juttice to 5e 

ſincerely your” 5, Re. | LeTICIA., 


From Lyſander, giving a Relation of the tragical End 


which you have been ſo imperfectly informed. 


| quire after, was the fame 1 brought out of France, 
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Howe'er our doating thoughts miſtake thy way 
To certain bliſs, thine 1s a friendly ray 
That points the paſſage to unclouded day. 

Ye heavenly forms. in all your pomp appear, 
And ſhew us what immortal beauties are, | 7 8 
What lite, what roſy bloom your faces wear! 
Put on each {miling grace, and conqu'ring charm, 
And all the force of montal love ditarm; 

For |till our reſtleſs thoughts take glorious aims, 
Ho ce ſeduced ty theſe inferior flames; 

The leading paſſion the lupreme delire, | 

To things divine and infinite aſpire, 

Ete nal Excellence! 'tis only Thee 
We ſeerch, though Nature's bright variety! 

Our eage: wiſhes, with impetuous force, 

To thee, unknown, direct their endieſs courſe; 
*Tis thee we ferk and love, for thee we pine; 
The powertul charm. the ſoft aitraction's chine; 
To thee thele ſighs, theſe tender vows alcend, 
Th' unſeen Divinity we {hill attend, 

Sick of thele fading toy s, Our thoughts preſs on 
To joys untait: d, excellence unknown, 

Thou Great Oniginal of all thai's fair, 


_ Whole glories no ſimilitude can bear, 


Before the darting ſplendour of thy eyes, ns 2 b 


The pride of all created beauty dics! 


This I hope is the latent ſenſe of my ſoul, i in all its 


lieve I am 


LETTER X. 
of his Valet de Chambre. 
My LoRD, | 
OUR commands ſhall be ERR 3 what 
ever reluctance J find to enter on this relation, of 


The young Valet de Chambre, whole ſtory you en- 


P I. : Whom 
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whom you took ſome notice of when I met your Lord- 
hip in my return to England; where I was received 
again into my mother's family, my father being in wy 
abſence deceaſed. 

I had a young ſiſter about fifteen, of whom I was 
always exceeding fond, and now thougat it my part to 
ſee her as advantageoully married, as her birth and 
fortune required: after I had ſpent ſome time at home, 


I propoſed ſeveral good matches for her, every one of 


which the obſtinately refuſed. 
This gave me ſome ſuſpicion of my valet, who ap- 
peared to be a handiome youth about eighteen : he had 
a charming voice, and ſung to a lute, which he touched 
with ſurpriſing tkill and ſweetnels. My fitter loved 
muſic, and he was always ambitious of entertaining her. 
There was no difficulty to ditcover her inclinations ; 
truth and nature appeared in all her actions; but Pa- 
zanty's conduct was paſt my penetration: however, I 
reſolved to part with him, to prevent my ſiſter's infa— 
my; as diftclute and abandoned as my own manners had 
| been, I had the niceſt ſenſe of what would touch her re- 
putation, With a reitleſs mind I was one day walking 
in my garden, and, turning with ſome precipitation 
down a fhady alley, I ſurprized Palanty reading a pa- 
per; which tuddenly ſnatching from him, convinced 
me of my hiter's folly. 

I took the opportunity immediately to difmiſs him; 


and ſeeing me reſolved, he fell on his knees, intreating 
me Not to expoie a ranger i in a foreign country; con- 
feſſing the whole truth, that ſhe was an unhappy wo- 


man, the Cardinal of B———'s niece, who, governed 


by the dictates of her 2 10 5 had followed me in that 
diſguiſe, 


This ſhe told me with a face unſtained with” a roly 


bluſh, or the leaſt appearance of that modeſt diſorder ſo 


| natural and becoming her ſex: my confuſion was much 
greater than her's; and yet one would not think me 
over baſhful, nor extremely ſcrupulous, with regard to 

my character. Her in Pudence made 1 me almoſt _— 
e 8 . the 
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the truth of what ſhe had told me: but I was not in 
an inquiſitive humour, and cared not what ſhe was, 1t 
J had never been embarraffed with her; I had ſeen her 
face too often to find any charm of novelty in it; the 


paſſion ſhe pretended for me was a myſtery, when re- 


membered ſhe had been without conſtraint a witnels, as 
well as pimp, to many of my criminal amours. 
However, as I was now without any anxiety for my 
ſiſter, this arttul woman, by he: importunities, prevailed 
on my eily-temper to let her itay in the family 'till ſhe 
could find another ſettlement. She ſtaid; and in {ome 
moment of darknets {educed me to her ruin, and my own 
intamy : ſhe was with child, I got lodgings tor her, and 


_ pretending ſome di:guſt, ditmilled her as a vatiet: my 


mother and filter being ignorant of the ditguiie of her ſex. 
In the mean time, my mother, who took the chagrin 


of my temper for a reformation of manners, was very 


{olicitous with me to conclude a marriage the had pro- 
poſed to a young woman of great merit, and a very 
agreeable perſon. I purſued the affair but coldly, and 
in mere complaiſance to a molt indulgent parent; 'til! 
by frequent converſation with this charming woman, 


ſhe engaged me by all the ties of reaſon .and virtuous 


love: the modeſty of her behaviour, joined to the moſt 
ſincere and obliging temper in the world, fecured her 
empire; her wit was ſparkling and inoffenſive; deceit 


and malice were ſtrangers to her breaſt; a thouſand 


nameleis beauties appeared in all her conduct: *till now. 
I never knew the force of love, nor any of the refined 


ſentiments that noble paſſion inſpired. In what guilt- 


leſs joys did the hours paſs that I ſpent with my loved 
Cimene ! = | 

But what tongue can expreſs the anguiſh I felt from 
my criminal affair with Palanty! J was forced to viſit 


her, for fear ſhe ſhould divulge the ſecret, in revenge, 


and ruin me with the charming Cimene. You are a 
ſtranger, my lord, to theſe vexations; your whole con- 
duct has been governed by the rules of honour and rea- 
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an engagement with a lewd imperious woman! Fear 
kept me a ſlave to her caprice, and forced me to endure 


all the inſolence, and rage of language, the had prac-. 


tiled in her maſculine habit among her interiors z nor 
durſt I offer to controul her expenhve vanity, being 
willing to ſoften her, till ſhe was paſt the dangerous 
ſtate ſhe was now in. 


But no confideration could make me delay my in- 


tended marriage, let the event be what it would the 
day was ict that Heaven, in Cimene, gave me the 
greateſt bleſling of my lite: the news was loon {pread, 


and reached Palanty' s ears; who procured a deadly 
ſleeping draught, and, un ſuſpected by tho'e about her, | 


deſperately ſwallowed it, and ſlept her laſt ; leaving a 


paper on her toilet with an account who the was, and 


her adventure with me. 


This accident was foon told to my mother; who 
was loſt in ſorrow, till Laſſured her Palanty bad impoſed 


on my ignorance by her habit, until a fe months be: ore 


I ditmitied her; and that, by her artifice, and not my 


own inclination, I had been eninared- into this mis'or— 


tune: as much a rake as I had been, I could not but 
have a ſecret averſion to a woman of that diſſolute cha- 


racter, But the infamy ot this tragical event has juſtly 
fallen on me, ſince in all my other intrigues I had been 
the ſeducer, and too often triumphed in the ipouls ot 
unguarded innocence. 


The lovely Cimene, to whom I had nom but two 


days married, inſtead of betraying any female weak- 
nels, with peace in her looks, and perinafion in her 
tongue, endeavoured to compole the grief and diſtrac- 
tion with which ſhe found this infamous event had fiiled 
my thoughts. 


the privilege of a {potlels life, and a mind unclouded 


with guilr, free from unealy refleQions on what was 
paſt, or feſtleſs expectations of what was to come. 
This was juſt the reverſe of my condition; the un— 
happy end of this miſerable woman, the double murder 
of lerſelf and unborn infant, the ſhare I had in her miſ- 
| | fortunes, 


In her calm and unruffled temper I ſaw 
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for tunes, has brought my former crimes in the blackeſt 
ſnape to my-remeinhr ance: 
»Tis conſcious guilt's the emphaſis of hell, 
Were ell but fables elle the prieſthood tell. 
Like furs, tne ghohs of my paſt fins ſtart up and 
territy my retileis imagination; my debauches, quar- 


rels, licentious anon. pais in a confuſed ſucceſſion 


before me: this is what fecretly blaſts my joys, when 
to che world they ap! ar in their fall bloom. | 

It is not a mo nth lince.my ah wifes were crowned 
in the poſſeſtion of the charming Cimene ; J am yet tur- 
rounded with the Congro:.. 955 ions of my friends on the 
happy occaſion ; evi. other circumſtance of - lite 
ſeems to contbire to my ſatistaction. You will aſk me, 
m lord, why L am not ey and thankiul ig this circle 
of earthly enjuyments? Wihat 18 the hindrance? Where 
is the obſtac le? 

It is guilt! it is contcious guilt! What was the mat- 
ter with tie Arſt bold tranigretior? Why did he run 


to the thickets to covet . Why fielter himteit 


among the trees of Eden? What could make bun tly 
that gracious Pretencc, at which innocent nature Imiled, 
the new crea! on bioomed afreth, and the morning ſtars 


rejoiced? Why is he fearful in the cool of the evening, 


who at the dawn of the ſame day knew no ſuch pat- 
fion? What has made this ſudden alteration? Some 
mighty change mutt he within, for all without is the 
ſame. Is he not m Paradile, fürrounded with ail the 
pleaſures of {enſe? The warbling muſic of the groves 
delights his ear: to charm his hght the gay creation 
unfolds its various beauties z the Lowers breathe am- 


broſial fragrance to cheer him; the balmy air is yet 


unruffled by tempeits, the ſun ſhines in its original 
Tn, and Nature ſtands dreffed-in all her primæ- 
val perfection! The man 1s an exact temperament 
formed tor immortality, and juſt warm from his great 


Creator's hands, from whom, with all amazement, now 


ne flies, and jecks the covert of the woods for ſhelter. 
This was all the effect of guilt, that ſecret wound 
1 that 
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that bleeds within! You will excuſe my dwelling fo 
long on this melancholy theme, when I tell you, it is 
ſome relief to that anguiſh which is a ſecret to all the 
world but your lordſhip: I am well acquainted with 
your compaſſion and fidelity, and am going to make a 


tarther trial of them, by a relation which will ſurpriſe 


you, I will not exact your belief, nor enter into the 
realon and philoſophy of it; nor will I preſume to con- 
tradict it, ſhould you tell me I am diltracted ; that all 
I am going to dilcover is the effect of frenzy: as it 
was but a momentary appearance, I will aſſert nothing; 


but as I was indulging my melancholy temper, in che 
retreat of a ſummer-houſe, ſitting very, late in a pen— 


ſive poſture, leaning on a table, a pale ſulphureous 
gleam of light appeared, and ſeemed to hover round a 
form reſembling Palanty's; who, with a rueful aſpect, 
dreſſed in the habiliments of the dead, ſtood before me, 
and with an air of unutterable anguiſh, laid this letter 


on the table by me, and immediately vaniſhed. I 
ſhould think this no more than a dream, it the paper 


had not been real, The dreadtul contents are as fol- 


los: 


To Lyſander, 


1 AM convinced, by a terrible demonſtration, of thoſ: 


= truths I once denied: to my coſt, I find, that hel! 
is no poetic fiction, no enthuflaſtic dream, nor pious 


fable of fome mercenary prieſt ; this was the language 


of my impiety, when I followed you in an impudent 


diſguiſe; and, to ſupport my maſculine character, act- 


ed the Atheiſt, by ridiculing all that was ſacred, till ! 
was given up of Heaven to the ſtrongeſt deluſion, and 
the molt daring infidelity, 

Thus abandoned, I ſwallowed the deadly potion, 
with a full preſumption of mingling with my native 
duſt, and being inſentible tor ever; but the inſtant 
death had cloted my eyes, and laid his icy hand on my 
heart, a ſcene altogether new and lurpriling opened be— 


fore me; the juſt unembodied foul, in the height at 
aſtoniſhment, would tain have ſhrunk back again into 
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its late warm habitation, from whence I had violently 
forced it; the attempt was vain; the avenues of mor- 


tal life were tor ever ſhut, and I found mylelf the de- 


riſion of thoſe malignant ſpirits, who had been my {e- 


daucers to this unnatural fact. 


What execrations did I not utter againſt myſelf and 


them! I had indulged the rage, and practiſed the lan- 
guage of hell in my mortal ſtate; but here all was 
— fruitleſs and unfeared; I was the captive of thoſe in- 

fernal miniſters, who waned to conduct me to the fron- 


tiers of eternal night: I cait my eyes to the heavenly 
luminarics, and the full blazing fun, whoſe light I was 


3 to loſe for ever; I bid adieu to the fair creation, whoſe 
Almighty Former I had denied; 


I caſt my eyes to the 
, and w ith infinite anguiſh found 


ſparkling gates of bli(s 


them ſhut againſt me; and borried. far through chaos, 


S8 


and primeval darkneſs, (far from the limits of celeſtial 
day) I reached my deftined habitation; a diſmal re- 
gion walte and wide, of which no mortal. can form a. 
conception, nor find a name for half its terrors. 


Oh! fly the paths that lead to theſe mourntul abodes. 
As I have been in my mortal ſtate the inſtrument of 


bell to intice. vou to fin, your perdition would vaſtly 


aggravate my own milery ; and I am ſuffered to warn 
rich libertine, in the Goſpel would have 
warned his brethren, that you come not to this place 
of torment. 

I muſt no farther reveal the ſecrets of the Jeep, but 
am commanded back to the ſeats of impenetrable night, 
PALANTY. 
That this letter was left on the tab! le, writ in a cha- 


racter exactly like Palanty's, is fact: whether the reſt 
was real or imaginary, 1 dare not decide. Your Lord- 
} ſhip's, &c. ©. +LYSANDER« 


- 


LETTER 
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LETTER. XI. | 

Letter the Second to my Lord ------ „ from I.yjanaer, 
MY LORD, | 

7 OU are entirely at your liberty to reject the rela- 

tion I ſent you: I never intended to make your be- 

lief in ghoſts and apparitions a teſt of your chriitianity ; ; 

that ſtands on a more ſure foundation, and has all the 

evidence of reaſon and miracles to ſupport it: I am an 


inflance of its divine power, by which I am tran{- 


formed from the brutal to the human nature: I can 


now glory in that pr vilege I lately deſpiſed, and, with- 


out vanity, claim the dignity o! a e creature. 
My penitence was fmcere, and found . 


from Heaven: the Jacred illumination icattercd 


gloom of guiit and deipair, while in gentle while 
the Eternal Spirit breathed pardon, peace, and hea- 
venly benedictions, to my foul; ] teit the powerful in- 
flucnce, the flames ot cleſftral love were kindled, wy 
ars vaniſhed like clouds getore the morning tun, 

All hail,” I cried, ye unknown. de elights, ye un. 


U 


experienced pleaiurss! Compared to you, what are my 


patt enjoyments! What are all the amulements ot 


nls! I never lived till now; J Knew no more thai 
the name, the hadow of app pineſs: but now I Wake 
10 life and taſte the joys of angels, 

4 hope, my lord, you will not think theſe the flights 
al my imagination: you that have always believeck 
the articles of religion, and kept its bright rewards 
in view, can refect on ſuch ſubjects more calmly ; ; but 
to me theſe glerious truths are all noveity and 1urprite : 


if a wretch irom his infancy had been kept in a gloomy 


dungeon, and jult deitvered from that dark confine- 
my vith what traniports would he falnte the grent 
iminar:es of heaven; while one that from his birth 
Hack been bleiſed with: their beams would meet them 
without emotion! 
Thete important ſubjects engage my whole atten 
on; the creation wears new beauties z where-ever 


Fo 
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caſt my eyes, I meet imprellions of the Divinity; 1 
trace his foctſteps among the filver rilts, and invoke 
him in the ſilent grove. You know my poetic humour, 
by too many luote compoſures; but my muſe is now 
conſecrated, and in tome tylvan : retreat often aſſiſts my 
evening devotion. 

Permit me, wy lord, to repeat my laſt invocation to 
the heavenly Powe | 


Deſcend, tete Spirit, krom above, 


The uncreated fource of light and love! 


Perpetual caims, and {weet ſecurity, 

Concord, and graceful order, wait on thee; 
Decay, and Death, thy quick'aing rays exclude, 
And ſpringing nature {tniles, by thze renew'd; 
Darknels, and wild contuſion, ſoon retire 
Before thy Fest, illuminating fire; 

To gentle thoughts thou doſt our boſom s move, 


And breath'it the loft melodious foul of love, 


O Thou! who mad'it the new creation bloom 
With active life, and quick'ning viitue, come! 


Come, like the ſilent fall of evining dews, 


Whoſe moiſture all the flow'ry field renews; 
Breathe on me, like the ſweet Sabean gale, 

That fans with roſy wings the verdant dale; 

Smooth as the gliding mulic, that controuls 
Each human care, and ſteals upon our ſouls; 
In triumph, with the heav'nly train deſcend, 
Of loves and graces, which on thee attend! 


In filent ſhades, by ſome clear fountain's fall, 
Thou oft haſt aniwer'd to a mortal's call; 
Ott in ſome artleſs cave, or humble cell, 
Thou with the ſons of men haſt deign'd to dwell, 
And left behind the high ccleſtia! ſeats, 
To viſit mortals in their low retreats, 
When holy vows thy kind deſceat invite, 
Thou hear'ſt the gentle whiſpers with delight; 
While Nature tir'd, her midnight ſabbath keeps, 
And ev'ry thought but pure devotion ſleeps : 
The ſmiling ſtars roll on, the dazzling moon 
la pomp ady ances to her ſilent noon; 

() 


While 
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While thy ſwe-t voice, ſoft as the midnight air, 
Diſpels the gloom of ev'ry earthly care, 
Unfolding boundleſs proſpects of delight, 
Before the piercing intellectual hight, 

Beneath the ſacred mount, by thee inſpir'd, 
The Hebrews glorious Leader ſat retir'd ; 

The new-made world, and Eden blooming pride, 
In various ſcenes before him lay deſcry'd. 

O princely (wain, how didtt thou then oeipile 
Th' Egyptian court, how worthlels in thy eyes! 
What were the grandcurs of a royal fate, 

To the diſtinctions of thy preſent ſtate P 
While Paradiſe, in all its charming views, 
For thee, the great creating voice renews z 
For thee again the morning ftars rejoice, 
Again, for ante; they raile the tuneſul voice; 
The ſons of God touch the melodious Iyre, 
And ail the wide creation join the choir, 

Lead me, vropittous Spirit, lead me far, 
Where I no mote the voice of man may hear; 
You charming viſions, how you fire my ſoul, 
And ev'ry thought ot earthly things contronl ! 
Thro' what enchanting paths, w hat flow? ry ways, 
My fancy led, with boundleſs freedom, rags? 
Reveal'd the avenues of pleaſure lie, 

And open wide the chryital portals fly; 
Immortal beauty ſmiles, angelic pow'rs 
In ſoft reſponſes ſing from roly bow'rs. 


You will not blame me, being got here, if I have 


no inclination to deſcend: but mortality will prevail ; 


TI ſink to my native element again; where, as long as 
I am coniined, believe me to be your lordſbip's 101 
bliged humble ſervant, |  LY$SANDER, 


LETTER YI. 


The Se gel of the Story of Roſella, in the laft Letter 


of the firſt Part of Letters Moral and Entertoiniy g. 


| HEN I was in the Welt, four years lince, [ wrote 


you word that I had made an acquaintance in a 
family, who lived in a little retirement at the foot of a 


hill, a ew miles from my houſe, I then gave you an 


ac Count. 


py 
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account of the piety and beauty of thoſe exemplary re- 
cluſes, and owned, that I had not at that time for- 
got the charms of Melua; but I did not stell you, that 
they had made an impreſhon on me, which could never 
be eraled by all the modiſh {cnemes of mterelt and al- 
liances; nor could that darling, but miſtaken notion of 
liberty, hold me out againit the defive I had to call her 


mine, and make her to by the ftrongeſt and happielt 


ties, thote of marriage. I itruggled with my own 
heart, and would fain have terrified it, by the laugh 
I ſhould raite among my acquaintance, when they 
heard that I, in the gayeſt bloom of lite, and with four 


thouſand pounds a year at my command, ſhould leave 


all the fathionable maxims of mankind, and fall in love 


with a young woman, who had only beauty, and the 


ſanity of her manners, to recommend her: for though 
her birth is noble, ſhe has only three thouſand pounds, 
which I deſign to preſent to Howoria her mother, the 


day after our marriage, which will be ſolemnized as 


ſoon as my lawyer can finiſh a deed, by which I give 


Meliifa a thouſand pounds a year rent-charge for her 


life, in caſe ſhe ſhould ſurvive me. 

Now I have told you my happineſs, T cannot help 
making you acquainted with Rolella's, whole ftory, 
you often ſaid, touched you. I went to the honis or 
Honoria, the day after I came hither, for now it was 
my only buſineſs. As ſoon as I alighted, a clean toot- 


man, in a frock turned up with green, took my horſe: 


J expected from this to find an alteration in the family, 
for when I was there firſt they had no livery ſervant. 
As ſoon as I came into the hall, I ſaw a beautiful 


young man, whole dreſs was entirely plain; his hair 


hung in natural curls without any powder, and his air 


and appearance ſeemed to ſuit with the ſimplicity and 


elegance of the other inhabitants of that happy dwel- 
ling. Roſella was fitting by a table, and had a boy of 


about tourteen months old in her lap, roty and ſmiling 


as a cherubim, who was playing with ſome flowers with 
which Meliſſa was going to drefs a baſon. Rolella im- 
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mediately roſe, and coming towards me, deſired I would 
give her leave to N her huſband Alonzo to me. I 
was rejoiced at the found, and congratulated her upon 
the chanz e of her fortune, in a matiner that might con- 
vince her how tincerely T ſhared in all that related to 
her. The lovely Neliſſa ſeemed glad to ſce me, and 
ran to call tonoria with an obliging haſte. After a 
few compliaents vere over, I enquired what had pig: 
duced the alteration I ſaw, Honoria told me that abcut 
two vears and a hilt ago, Alonzo's tather fell dan- 
geroully ill, and that he ex preſſed an ardent deſire to 
ſee his on; upon which his wite wrote to a nephew ſhe 


had in Lonton, who. was the moſt intimate friend 


Alonzo had upon earth, in hopes that he might po- 
libly be acquainted with the place of his retreat; and 
begzcd of lam, if he knew how to direct a letter, tliat 
he would write, and delire him to come and fee his 
dying father. The nephew immediately diſpatched an 
exprels to Alonzo, who was retired into a little village 


in Lancaſhire, where he boarded in the houte of an od 


clergyman, who had no other family than himſelf and 
his wife, and who were glad to have Alonzo with them, 
as he appeared a modeſt, ſober young man; for their 
circumiranges were too plentit ul to want the advantage 
of a boarder. He immediately left the old people, and 
came home about tour days betore the death ot his 
father, cho was traniported at the fight of aim; nor 
did he feel leſs joy, when his mother © ifured him, that 


| Montanor (for that was lus father's name) had, tor 


many months before his illnels, lived a very penitent, 


K Ft . as I heard of Alorzo's return, I wrote 
him a letter, in which I defired to {ee him as ſoon as 


 Montancr's funeral was over, but torbad him to come 


till that time; he complied with me in that requeſt, as 
he has ever fince done in all that I dehired of him. 
About ix weeks after Roſella and he were married, I 


begged him to let me enjoy the company of my davgh- 


ter while I lived in this tolitary h nabitation; for I could 


not 
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* thority; ſince ihe could not retolve, even in fo advanta 
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not think of leaving it; and we have paſſed our time 
in the moſt perfect harmony. I cannot deny him the 
juſtice of acknowledgiſſg to his face, that we are not 
only happier in our retirement than we were before, by 
the addition of a chearful companion, but edified and 
improved by the piety of his lite.” Alonzo feemed out 
of countenance at this part of her diſcourſe z and the 


. modeſty with which he received it, ſhewed how much 


he deſerved the praiſe ſhe gave him. She continued to 
tell me, that about four months after he married Ro- 
{e]!a, he received a letter from the lawyer, in the village 
where he had boarded, to let him know, that a few 
weeks ago the clergyman, with whom he had lived, 
had buried his wife, and about a fortnight after fell 
himſelf of rhe ſame fever, and died; that he had 
by his will left Alonzo his eſtate, which was about 
an hundred and eighty pounds a year; and two thou- 
{and pounds in money; which, added to about two 
hundred and fifty pounds a year, and lome money 


. which his father left him, makes their fortune very 


eaſy, | | * 

, . Honoria ended her dilcourſe; and it was fo late, 
that they dgfired me to ſtay dinner; after which I aſked 
to {pcak with her alone, and told her, I begged I might 
have leave to propoſe myſelf to Meliffa, if her heart was 
not already engaged. Honoria allured me it was not, 
and leemed ſurprized at a propoſal fo much to Meliſſa's 
advantage; but told me, the begged I would endeavour 
to get Meliſſa's conſent without her interpoſing her au- 
ge. 
ous a thing, to force her inclination. When I named 

t to the young beauty, ſhe did not at firſt ſeem arerte 

o any thing, but the leaving of her mother, which the 

malineſs of her houſe would oblige her to: but after 

few days, the nearneſs of my houſe reconciled her to 
hat ſcruple; and J had the joy to find, that inclination 
ad a greater thare than intereſt in her compliance. 


| Rejoice with me, Lyſander; my happineſs in your alli- 
4 ance will not end at my death; the converiation J ſhall 
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now enjoy will fit me for eternal rewards. I will ms x 


no apology to you for the iallies of my pleaſure, hi. 
will let me talk to you of nothing but my own alain, 
Aillitu. 

LEE EN Ah 

„ 70 Serena. 

MY DEAR SERENA, 

As [ have always made you the confident of what- 

ever has related to me, I cannot help giving you 
an account of the pleafure and pain occationed by 
an acquaintance I have made with a young woman ſince 
I came hither : ſhe was only daughter to a man WhO 
had been tormerly an officer in the Engliſh army; but 
quitted it in diſcontent, and came hither with Semanthe 
his daught ter, to treat wit h ſome people about a project 
of working in ſome mines, which are believed to have 
many large veins of ſiiver in them. 

Semanthe came to fee me upon my arr ival; I tound 
fo much wit and good- nature in her converiation, that 
we contracted a great intimacy, and were continually 
together: ſhe had every qualification that could make 
her company entertaining; ſhe tung, played on the 


82 


| harpiichord, painted in water-colours, and had a fur- 
priſing genius for poetry; her ſentiments on all ſub— 
jects leemed juſt and noble: I thought my lelf the hap- 


pieſt perion in the world, in finding a companion 0 


inſtructive and agreeable. 


She told me the ſtory of her paſt lite; which, de- 
{cribed in her charming language, ſtill raiſed my el- 
teem; in every occurrence I had the pleaſure to find ile 
practiſed the higheſt rules of juſtice and benevolence 
and though now in the carly part of her lite, ſhe w. 
enided by the niceſt rules of virtue: by a paſſion fl. 
had for a perſon by whom ſhe was equally beloved, 
was confirined of the prudence of her conduct; I tou! 
that no parciality or tenderneſs could tempt her to de 


viate from the ſevereſt principles of modeſty and honou: 


I was not at reſt till I had poured out all the ſecre. 
of my heart to her, which I did without the leaft re- 
{erve ; 
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Chriſtianity as: 
penſive temper now deteſted vanity, in every appear. 
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they could not more eff ctually have diicharged their 
truſt, than by piacing me in this tamily, whoſe Sun- 
da y'S Ami, {ement was cards; for we never went to 
chu: ch, vunlets in a frolic to ſpend an idle hour 1n whil- 
pering or laughing. 

However, my guardian angel did not quit his charge, 
but by the umpretl; on of a virtuous love tortified my 


ſoul againſt ev. ry Joole inclination; I fled diverſions, 


grew tond of retirement; this ſoon gave me a habit of 
thinking: and if I had (chemes of haj ppineſs;>they were 


all in ſome future life beyond the grave; but my no- 
tions were clouded and imperfect: indeed I believed 


there was a God, and the reproaches of my own reaſon 
taught me to tear him; but I had never looked in the 
Bible ſince I leayfied to read; and was as ignorant of 
young Hottentot bred in a cave. My 


ance; plays and novels no more diverted me: but want- 


ing lomething to read, I ſaw a Bible in the room, where 
my ſiſter's woman lay; and opening it, my attention 
was immediately engaged. The hiſtory was new to me: 


I carried it to my chamber; but how was I ſurprized, 
to find the lite and precepts of the great Founder of tlie 
Chriſtian Faith fo different from the manners and prin- 
ciples of thote who aſſumed that ſacred profeſſion! I 
ound myselt in the Bowery paths of ruin, nor knew how 
to exiiicare mylclf from the fatal (hare: this was the 
ſecret language of my ſoul, to that invitible Power 
which knew its ſincerity: | 


Thou Ruler of the ſky, almighty Name, 
Whole piercing eye diſcerns my riling thoughts, 
Er ihey areform'd within my anxious breaſt, 
Thou ſcaſt my ſoul ſtruggling to break the bands, 
Which thus detain her captive to the earth; 
Thou ſceſt how vainly ſhe would ſoar on high, 
Palſion and pleaſure clog her downy wing, 
Prevent her flight, and {ink ber io the duft: 
There low ſhe. lies, and trembling begs thy aid, 
Conſcious how impotent ſhe is without Thee. 


My 
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My ſiſter ſoon perceived the alteration of my temper, 


and uſed her art to engage me in {ome criminal diver- 


ſion; but in vain; I was lick and tired of thete extra- 


vagancies. But what could I do? my tortune was lott 


in tac South-Sea; I was dependent on Dumain's and 
my ſiſter's charity ; ; and to heighten my diitreſs, I was 


importuned by my. Lord---(who was latcly married) to 


yield to his criminal pathon. At this propoſal I ſtarted 
with horror, but could not ſhun his addreſs without 
quitting tis diſorderly family; which I retolved to do, 
and cait my{elt on the protection of Heaven. 

I left my brother's houte jult after dinner, and went 
in a hackney-coach to a woman in the city that bad 
been my nurſe: I engaged her to ſecrecy, and got her 
to enquire for a place in ſore merchant's family; ſhe 
ſoon {iicceeded, and introduced me to the wite of an 
Eaſt India merchant, who lived in great ſplendour. 
My bulineſs was to wait on her in the ſtation of a 


chamber-maid : ſhe was very handſome, modeſt, and 
unaffected; the orders of the family were fo regular and 
peaceful, lo perfectly the reverſe of my brother's, that 


I thought myſelf in another world, and among a new 
ſet of beings : temperance and ſobriety reigned amidſt 
the height of plenty and liberality. The rooms were 


noble, and furniſhed with all the riches of the Indian 


world, and looked like the palace of ſome ealkern mo- 
narch. % 

J found myſelf perfectly at eaſe; dreſſing my 0 
was all I had to do; which was a very agreeable em- 
ployment, and ſoon diſpatched : ſhe had something {© 
genteel in her manner, that every thing looked gracctfu! 
and becoming her, and coſt but little trouble to make 
it fit well. Her converſation was innocent and in{iruc- 
tive; her hours ſpent in reading, or ſome little amute- 
ment with her needle, without the lealt inclination to 
rambling after balls or maſquerades. 

I ſpent two or three weeks in this regular manner, my 
miſtreſs treating me almoſt on a level. I had not yet ſeen 
my W who now returned trom his country houle ; 


but, 


hy 


AND ENTERTAINING. WES | 
but, my dear Oriana, think what was my affliction, 


A when I diſcovered that he was the ſame lovely youth ] 


had len at the play. As foon as he faw me, be turned 


as red as crimſon, and I as pale as aſhes : he paſſed by 


me, and went immediately into my miſtre!s's room. It 
was almott two years fince I had ſcei hin, and I had 
ſome hopes I was forgot: however, I reſolved to quit 
the family, if I tound he knew me, or that my triend- 
ſip for his wife did not extinguuh my pation. On my 
maſter's part, I toon found reaſon to be eaſy: I bardly 
ever {aw him; he was either at the exchange, or, when 
at home, engaged in a ſeries of beneficent actions. 
His wealth was immente, which he Gitperſed with an 
unequalled generoſity : he affiſted honeſt traders that 
had but a mall ſtock, paid the debts of priioners, re- 
lieved the widow, and redreiled the injured and oppreſſ- 
ed: this was every day's bufineſs, which yet never 
intrenched on his hours of devotion, in private or public. 

I now grew eatyz a man of this character was not 


like to induige a guilty flame in his own breaſt, or to 
_ flatter it in mine; beſides, his abſence would ſoon re- 
9 9 


lieve me; for he intended to go to the Indies with the 
fleet, whigh was to ſet {ail within a month. | 
The time was now expired z the day before he went 
his voyage, after he had been an hour with my miſtreſs, 
in {ome private converſation, he left her, and came di- 
rely into my room, with ſuch an air of benignity in 
his face, as ſome heavenly miniſter would wear, who 
brought a mellage of peace. | | | 
He begun: © You will be furprized, Madam, to find 
I know your family, and the reaſon vou bave put your- 
ſelf into the protection of mine. The firſt fight J had 
of you at the play, made an impreſſion, which was 
never effuced, till I gave my vows to the beſt of wives; 
it is with ſome contuſion I own the wrong I did your 
virtue; when I tell you nothing ſhould have prevented 
my purſuit of the paſſion you fiyſt raiſed, but the ſcan- 
dal of the houſe you was in; wifich was fo extravagant, 
that it forbad me ever thinking of you; but I now do 
| 5 FI] | you 
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you entire jallice, and admire that triumph of hononr, 


that put you in a ſtation ſo low, to ſecure yourſelf fron Th 


the temptation of returning to your brother; I have 


left you ten thoufand pounds in-bank-bills, and Lav. 
told your cale (as I had it from the woman that nur 


you) to my wile, who has all the virtues that er 


adorned the ſex : the yielded to this propofal with tran: 


port; and waits wine I am gone to deliver the bills.” 


He ſaid this, and lett me without time or- 8 to 


{peak my gratitude. 


My Mittreſs immediately came into the chamber, 
with goodneſs ihining in her cyes, and gave me the 
bank-biils, with a grace which only virtue can fiamp 01 


human actions, She prevented my thanks, by making 
an apolozy tor her ignorance of my quality, affurins 


me, the houſe was entirely at my command : and that 
the hopes of my ſtaying with her was the greateſt fu 
tisfaction the propoſed in her dear Henry $ abſence, 1 
could not poſſibly ditcover my ſenſe of this furprizing 
benefit, by all the force of language. My ſilence, an: 
the tenderne's into which ſhe ſaw my foul was melted, 
was the only evidence of gratitude I could now give. 


In the morning when wry thing was ready for the 


parting of the Eaft India fleet, my generous benefaCtcr 
came into his wife's chamber, to take his laſt adieu. 
1 was with her, endeavouring to give that conſolation 

myſelf wanted: her grief drew tome reluctant tears 
from him, while he endeavoured to conceal the invar| 
anguiſh : the hero and the lover appeared in his beha— 
viour. And when, to excuſe the intemperance of her 


ſorrow, his wife urged the dangers of the ſeas, and the 


rage of barbarous nations on the ſhore; I ſhall never 
forget with what an air of greatneſs he replied—* 7? 
crains Dieu, et je ai point d autre crainte I fear God, 
and I have no other fear.“ Thus undaunted would 
the godlike man have appeared, had he ſeen the ſtars 
falling from their orbs, and heard the ſound of the lat 


thunders. When he had, with an apparent regret, 
freed himſelf from the embraces of his wife, with 4 
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look of compaſſion, like that of ſome pitying ange 
he bid me farewel. His domeſtics were loi in grief; 
the paſſage from his houſe was crouded with his grate- 
ful dependents, whoſe wrongs and neceſiities had been 
redreſſed by him: a thouſand ardent prayers for his 
proſperity reached the ſkics, and* gained the divine 
aſſent; while he hafled through the admiring throng, 
diſtreſſed with the popular applauſe, | | 

How poor a figure is that of a libertine, in his moſt 


7 

1 
e 

5 1 


glittering heights of vanity, compared to this great 
man, who has ſo early begun his race of glory, and 
is in the very bloom of youth mature in every virtue! 
nttead of paſſing his hours io a train of idle amule- 
ments, the gay part of his life is devoted to Heaven, 


and the public welfare. Lou know where to find 397” 
bumble ſervant. | | ME LINDa, 

. LET FER XV. 
| To Euſebius. 


: AS my reformation is partly owtng to that exalted 


;otion of virtue your example gave me, it is one 


of the greateſt ſatisfactions I have, to expreſs the ſenſe 
of that immenſe obligation, by unfolding the moſt fe- 
cret receſſes of my ſoul to yu. ; 


I cannot but communicate my content, while every 


view my thoughts take, heightens my happineſs; {| 
look back on the ſtormy ocean, the tumult and per- 


plexity of my life paſt, and bleſs the gracious Power, 


that laved me on the very edge of perdition; when I 
look forward, my expectations are all bright and un- 
bounded. | | 


I bil my foul take its eaſe, baniſh every. care, and 
act without reſtraint, the glorious prodigal. I ſurve 
my vat poſſeflions, loſe my wiſhes in endleſs plenty, 
and give up all my powers to indolence and joy. I 


look to the ſtars, count the heavenly glories, and call 


the treatures of eternity my own. | 
Let chaos come again; be the gay creation loſt in 
darkneſs, and the fair face of nature become an uni- 


verlal blank; let ler beauties fade, and thoſe divine 
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you entire jaſtice, and admire that triumph of hononr, 


that put you in a ſtation ſo low, to fecure yourlſel} from 
the temptation of returning to your brother; I hs 


left you ten thoutand pounds in bank bills, and hav 


told your cale (as I had it from the woman that nur: 
you) to my wile, who has all the virtues that c 


adorned the ſex : the yielded to this propolal with tr: 


port; and waits witile I ah gone to deliver the bills.” 
He ſaid this, and left me without time or language t: 
tpeak my gi atitude. | i 

My Mittreſs immediately came into che chamber, 
with goodneſs thining in ber” cyes, and gave me the 
bank - biils, with a grace which only virtue can ſtamp an. 
human actions. She prevented my thanks, by making 
an apology for her ignorance 0: my quality, affurin, 
me, the houſe was entire! y at my command: and tl. 


; a 


— 


the hopes of my ſaying with her was the greateſt: 


tisfaction the propoſed in her dear Henry (Abe 1 


could not poſhbly ditcover my ſenſe of this furprizin,, 


benefit, by all the force of language. My filence, anc 
the tenderne' s into which ſhe faw my foul was meitec, 


was the only evidence of gratitude I could now give. 


In the morning when every thing was ready for u the 


partingof the Eaſt India fleet, my generous benefact: 


came into his witc's chamber, to take his laſt adieu. 


I was with her, endeavouring to give that conſolation 


myſelf wanted: her grief drew tome reluctant tears 
from him, while he endeavoured to conceal the inwar! 
anguiſh : the hero and the lover appeared in his beha— 
viour. And when, to excule the intemperance ot her 
ſorrow, his wife urged the dangers of the ſeas, and tie 
rage of barbarous nations on the ſhore; I thall never 


| forge t with what an air of greatneſs he replied—* J. 
crains Dieu, et je n'a point d autre crainte—l tear God, 


and I have no other fear.“ Thus undaunted would 
the godlike man have appeared, had he ſeen the ſtars 
falling from their orbs, and heard the ſound of the lat: 
thunders. When he bad, with an apparent regret, 
freed himſelf from the embraces of his wife, 1 
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look of compaſſion, like that of ſome pitying angel, 


he bid me farewel. His domeſtics were lou in grief; 
the paſſage from his houſe was crouded with his grate= 
ful dependents, whoſe wrongs and neceſtities had been 
redreſſed by him: a thouſand ardent prayers for his 
proſperity reached the ſkies, and gained the divine“ 


aſſent; while he haſted through the admiring throng, 
diſtreſſed with the popular applauſe. 


How poor a figure is that of a libertine, in his molt 


glittering heights of vanity, compared to this great 
man, who has ſo early begun his race of glory, and 
is in the very bloom of youth mature in every virtue ! 
Inſtead of paſſing his hours in a train of idle amule- 
ments, the gay part of his lite is devoted to heaven, 
and the public welfare, —You know where to find 3 


bumble ſervant, = M<ELINDA, 
LETTER XV. 


To E uſebius . 


As my reformation is partly owing to that exaltec 


zotion of virtue your example gave me, it is one 


of the greateſt ſatisfactions I have, to expreſs the ſenſe 
of that immenſe obligation, by unfolding the moſt fe- 


cret receſſes of my ſoul to you. | 
I cannot but communicate my content, while every 
view my thoughts take, heightens my happineſs; £ 


look back on the Rormy ocean, the tumult and per- 
Plexity of my life paſt, and bleſs the gracious Power, 


that ſaved me on the very edge of perdition When 1 


look forward, my expectations are all bright and un- 
bounded. | 


I bid my foul take its eaſe, baniſh every. care, and 
act without reſtraint, the glorious prodigal. I ſurvey 
my vai poſſellions, loſe my wiſhes in endleſs plenty, 
and gie up all my powers to indolence and joy. I 
look to the ftars, count the heavenly glories, and call 
the treatures of eternity my own, =» 5 | 

Let chaos come again; be the gay creation loſt in 


_ darknels, and the fair face of nature become an uni- 


verial blank; let her beauties fade, and thoſe divine 
BE characters 
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characters ſhe wears be effaced: I ſhall yet be happy, 


when the groves ſhall no more renew their verdure; nor 
the vaileys boaſt their flowery pride—when the ſun is 
extinguiſhed in the 1kies, and all the æthereal lampe 
have burnt out their golden flames when the comm. 
ned angel ſhall lift his hand on high, and ſwear by 
the unutterable name— That time ſhall be no more 
when thele tranſitory images of things for ever ta“ 
their hight; I ſhall explore the worlds of life and . . 
N 4? = triumph! in the ple nitude of bliſs, 
_Fhen fin. Uthe celeſtial arcana be unveiled, and ti:: 
= eaven of Heavens diſcloſe their glories z the incffab!. 
"nity f ſnall ſhew the milder beauties of his face, ©: 
m Gantt {tas much of his excellence, as created intellc.!. 
can ſupport. But what ongel's wing has meaſured u. 


height of his throne? Who bes entered thole e 
recctles, where he dwells in himſelf, potteffed of un 


boupded his? Has the ocean of joy been fathomes, 

or the limits of independent felicity deſcribed? Who 
has fo:ind acceſs to the inmoſt habitations of the Mo: 
High, and gazed on eſſential glory, before whoſe fainter 
emanations the angelic - ſplendours are eclipſed, the 
thrones and pr incipalities of light difappear? 


W hat path 1s found to thoſe ſublime retreats, 
Where pleature banquets in its regal feats, 
Where beauty triumphs in her native bow'r, 
Uncopy'd yet by the creating pow'r ? 

Ten thouſand various forms, divinely "Ry 
Sparkle ib their {ſupreme ideas there z 

While wiſdom, with luperior . ſhines 
In boundleſs ſchemes, and infinite deſigus: 
Wond'rous the proſpekt, Clear, and dncorfld: 
But open only to 14? Eternal Mind. 

What tow'ring intellett, with daring flight, 
Has made excurſion thro? theſe realms of light; 
The bleit receſſes where th* approachleſs God, 
From all duration, mage his high abode g 
Wboe'er has mark*d with bold en: miri £3 es, 
From whence the ſecret ſprings fs arts ? 
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How from their deep exhauſtleſs fours e they flow, 
To ectuate heaven, and chear the world below ? 
| Thoſe daz ling habitations who has found, 
w here Love, in all his heav'nly charms, fits crown's 7 
Great Love, th' Almighty Father's fi; 't delight: 
; His image, and the darling of his ſight? 
The tall reſcmblance of the Deity, 
Who all his glorious image ſtampt on thee 2 
Lwas thou, who didſt his boundleſs thoughts einplos; 
His ſole complacence, his peculiar joy, 
From agcs unbegun;—But. who can tell 
Thy generation, ad thy birth revcal : p 
What thought can meaſure be ack che long extent 
Of namelels times, and ſpeak thy great delcentꝰ 
Before the hills appear A, Or 70 0 flow'd, 
Or golden flames in the blue ather glow d; 
Before the vaſt creation had a name, 
Thou waſt in bliſs and digmity the ſame : 
By Thee the ſun, by Thee the ſtars were made; 
ne ſpacious ſkies, at thy command, were ſpread ; 
the heav'n of heav'ns, the empyrean coalts, 
Were formed by Thee, with all their num” 'rous hoſts; 
Angels, archangels, thrones, dominious, pow 18, 
* ho ling thy een in th} immortal bow'rs. 
For thou doſt ev'ry heav'nly breaſt inllame, 
2 And load Victorias anſwer to thy name. 
Their beings and their blils they owe to Thee, 
Tongue offspring of the Deity! ! 0 
His perfect image tho doſt juſtly prove: 
For all the bright Divinity is Love. 


You find, in whatever character Jad, whether the 


faint or the libertine, Love is the animating. motive, 


the leading principle. But how ſuperior are my pro- 
pects! how glorious the hopes that now fire my toul, 
to the trifling ends T had lately in view! My deſires 
terminate in nothing below infinite excellence and un- 


bounded felicity. Adieu. - 
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LETTER AV+ 


THE STORY OP OLINDA AND SOPHRON1A, 
[Tronflated from Tafſo's Feruſalem, Book II.] 


& 2 E King was now with martial cares oppreſs'd, 
hen curs'd Iſmenes thus his lord addreſs'd: 
To ſhare your fate, great Sir, I left my cell, 
And bring you all th' aſſiſting force of hell: 
Tl inferna] ſpirits, ſubject to my will, 
With eager ſpeed my ſtrict commands fulfill! 
By them inform'd, this method I propoſe. 
10 guard the fortreſs, and inſult your foes : 
© Beneath a temple, which the Chriſtians own, 
Defcends a vault, to all, but them, unknown: 
Vithin the awful conſecrated ground 
An image of the Virgin Mather's found; 
Perpctual lamps before the wond'rous mazd 
Are lighted up, and fragrant incenſe laid: 
This Ratne, Sir, by your own hands convey'd 
From thence, muſt be in Macon's temple laid; 
Secur'd by ſpells, while that docs ſale remain, 
Godfrey ſhall ſtorm the fated town in vain.“ 
This ſaid, th* impatient king directs his pace, 
With impious fury, to the holy place; | 
Nor to profane the facred pavement fears, 
But madly thence the beauteous Image bears: 
Then in his god's polluted ſeat *twas laid, 
While o'cr it ev'ry charm the wizard ſaid; | 
But when in heav'n the next gay morning ſhane, 
It's guardian finds the ſacred Treafure gone; 
Searches in vain; then with a thouſand lears, 
Diſtracted, to the court the tidings bears. 5 
- The prince his Chriſtian ſubjects firſt ſuſpects, 
And all his Saming rage at them directs :; 
But whether human hands the work had done, 
Or pow'r divine, to men was yet unknown; 
The cuiſt enchanter mutters o'er his ſpells, 
Yet nothing by the helliſh art reveals; _ 
Each houſe was ranſack'd to it's laſt retreat, 
But no ſucceſs th' enrag'd enquirers meet. 
* *Tis then r«ſolv'd,” the raving Monarch cries, 
I dcom them all one gen'ral ſacrifice; 
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The guiltleſs with th' unknown offender falls; 
A fact like this for ſpeedy vengeance calls.” 

This cruel {entence reached the Chriſtians cars; 
Their ſudden fate unuſual horror wears; | 
No dawning hope of ſafety was in en; 

Ja method "of defence, or ſecret flight: 

Nor dare they mcrcy from the tyranr crave; 


Their laſt and d. 1p rate reku 18e W 45 che grave: 
Rut Heav'n, which ne'er abandons the diſttefs'd, 


Provides them faccour, where they hop'd it leait, 

A beauteons Virgin liv'd, but liv'd unknown, 
Amid ſt the concourſe of the nony town; 

A lively bloom adorn'd her charming Face, 

An artleis fofrycſs and porivative grace: 

To this advantage fav'ring Heav'y had join' Q 

The richer bleſhns of a noble wind. 

With pious thoughts, aud facred zoal, inſpir'd 
From all the world ſhe would have hv'dretir 2 BE 
But envious Love the chaſte delign forbid, 
Nor ſuffer'd fo much merit to be hid. 

A vouthful vot“ y to her omiltlels eyes, 
His fatal pow'r had doon'd a ſacrifice: 
One creed, one holy faith they both confels'd, 

In one pure form were both their pras es addrels'd; 
The youth, as modett, as his miſtreſs fair, 

With awful ſtlence ſtill conceal'd his care; 

And itil] the lovely author of his pains 

A ſtranger to his ach'rous grief remains; 

His cares and ſervices were all unpaid, 

Nor once regarded by the wary maid, 

The Chriſtians danger now had reach'd bee cars, 
And fill'd her with a thouſand growing fears 
At laſt, ſome gen'rous ſtrategem {he 5 She, 
How, by her own, their fz ttcty might be bought: 

But ſhame, and female fear, th” attempt reſtrain, 
And render all her gieat intentions vain ; i 

il! bolder hope ber firſt deſign renews, 
Which bravely now the ſtedfaſt maid purfics, 

She pats'd the crouded ſtreets with ſober pace, 
Nor ſtrove to veil, nor yet expoſe her face; 
Downward her eyes with modeſt looks incline; 
And with a nice engoging coynels ſhine; 
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Her charming air, her ealy mien, and dreſs, 
Nor ert, nor perfect negligence, confeſs: 
dmir'd of all the thoughtful beauty paſs'd, 
And met the wild diſorder'd King at laſt: 
(Great Sir,“ ihe then began, 'the Chriſtians ſpare, 
And I thi unknown offender will declare.” 
A decent boldneſs lighten'd in her eyes, 
Whote piercing luſtre ev'ry heart ſurprize: 
The vanquiſh'd Monarch ſtood confus'd and charm'd, 
His viſage alter'd : and his rage diſarm'd: 
lin love had enter'd : but th? imperious fair 
Attack'd his ſoul by methods too levere; _ 
Not irowne, nor coy forbidding beauty move, 
But gentie ſmiles indulge the flame of love : 
et, if not love, amazementand delight, 
Her charms within his doubtful breaſt excite; 
le paus'd, and thus—* Let me the ſecret ſhare, 
Vie people's lives, at thy requeſt, III ſpare,” 
© From fiſt to laſt,* the cries, the bold deſign, | 
The great attempt and daring action's mine.“ 
And thus by an heroical deceit, _ 
Her life abandon'd for the public fate, 
Again enquir'd the yet ſulpending King, 
© Who was thy curs'd adviſer in the thing?“ 
Tir undaunted maid replies The whole deſign, 
Contriv'd, reſolv'd, and executed, 's mine, 
The danger, the fatigue, was mine one z 
The guilt and glory ſhall be all my own.” 
Enrag'd, the tyrant then replies“ And all 
My vengeance on thy wretched head ſhall fall.“ 
is jnit,” ſhe calmly ſaid, and I'm content; 
Th' illuitrious action mine, mine be the puniſhment : 
But, Sir, your anx1ous ſearches are in vain 
The violated Image to regain; 5 
For nothing but it's aſhes now remain; \ | 
This way ſecur'd, that by no Pagan band 
The holy ſhrine might be again profan'd : 
Demand no more, my Lord; enough 1 is known; 
The action I both juſtify and own,” 
Her daring language, and relentleſs air, 
No more the wild outrageous King could bear; 
No more his ſwelling fury could reſtrain ; = 
Her youth, her powerful beauty, plead in Nin 
85 | 3 | | Nor 
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Nor interceding love his rigour tames; 
The pity'd Virgin ſentenc'd to the flames, 
Whom thence (yet with compaſſion and remorfe} 
The murm'ring Pagans in a tumult force: 
Her hands are bound, her modeſt face unveil'd, 
No more it's charms from vulgar gyes conceal'd, 
Tho? void of fear, her doubtful looks conteſs 


A ſoft concern, and human tenderneits: 


The roſy bluſh, that from her vilage flies, 
Not paleneſs, but a ſnowy White ſupplies. 

Meantime the wond*rous accident was known 
From ſtreet to ſtreet, thro” «ll the {warming town : 
The perſon doubtful, the relation true, | 
Among the relt, Olinda thither drew: | 
Too ſoon the wreiched youth approach'd, and found, 


By impious hands, his charming miſtreſs bound: 


Diſtracted now among the guards be preis'd, 

And thus aloud th' aſtoniſh'd King addrefſs'd 2 
Ah] royal Sir, yourſelf no more deceive, 

Nor this fond maid's invented tale believe: 

Could ſhe, alas! the cautious watch detray, 

And from it's ſeat the weigiity ſhrine convey? 

*Tis fiction all; the enterprize wes mine, 

Nor will T thus a glorious fate reſign.“ | 

He adds, © Your temple, down a ſloping way, 

Receives the light, and draws the beamy day; 

Thro' that I ſtole the ſacred prize away: 

My Lord, the ſentenc*d criminal you lice ; 

Theſe chains, this cruel death belongs to me.? 
And could not then a ſingle life ſuffice, 

Unhappy vouth !* the fair Sophronia crics, 

With kindling love and pity in her eyes; 

* What rage, what fury mov'd thee to ex poſe 

Thyſelf a victim to relentleſs focs ? 

What tears, what mean reluctence, have I ſhown, 

That you believe 1 cannot dic alone?“ SE 
But nothing could her kind repulſes gain; 

VUnihaken, ſtill, his firſt deſigns remain: 

Wich ſtedfaſt courage each deſpiſes liſe, 

And long between them held the gen'rous ſtrife; 

Viitue, and mighty love, diſpute the field, 


Aud neither in the friendly conteſt yield. 
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The tyrant raves, nor longer now refrains, 
But both one cruel puniſhment ordains? 
Commiſſion'd, ſoon the charming youth they bind 
With heavy chains, and to the ſtake confin'd. 

Are theſe,” he cries, * the fetters love prepares? 
This the reward of all my tender cares? 

With ſofter thoughts I fed my fond deſires, 
And hopcd to meet thee in more gentle fires: 
Yet could I falling in thy tender e arms, 
Expire, my death had ſtill a thouſand charms; 
Could I receive thy parting ſighs, and join, 
At the laſt fatal gaſp, my lips with thine 
Our fouls united, then to heav'n ſhould fly, 
And I content, my charming fair ſhould die.“ 
© Far other cares, ſhe mildly ſaid, * than theſe, 
Olinda, ſhould our ſerious minds poſleſs: 
Lament thy fins, contemplate the reward 

For faith, and humble penitence, prepar d: 
The palm, the ſtarry crown, and martyr's due, 
With all the boundleſs raptures that enſue; 
Survey the ſun, ſurvey the dazzling ſky; 

To thole bleſt regions we mult ſhortly fly.? 

Of gods and men the Pagans murmur'd loud, 
The Chriſtians, ſilent, weep among the crowd. 
The King, nor could his pity be dilguis'd, 5 
A Urange unuſual tenderneſs ſurpriz'd; 

He dw it no more the moving object view; 
But ffx'd, and ſcorning to relent; withdrew: 
Sophronia, iecontern'd. alone appcars, 
Nor in the univerſal ra ſharcs. 

The mournful officers had plac'd the while, 
And now were lighting up the {moky pile; 
When a young champion, with a martial grace, 
And lofty mien, approach. the fatal place; 
5 8 on her plumy helmet ſhone, 
Which ſor the fair Clarinda made her known: 
Her ſex's nicer ornaments ſhe fled, 

In toilſome arms, to great atchievements bred; 
Her hands the labour of the loom refuſe, 
Nor in a cloſet could her mind amuſe; 
zut o'er the fields, in ſavage {polls array 'd 
Or thro! the woods, with ſezricls thoug »hts, ſhe ſtray'd: 


N hen 


tray'd: 
When 
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When yet a child, the fiery ſteed ſhe rein'd, 
Challeng'd the race, or wreſtled on the and; 
Vait defarts, hills, and pathleſs wilds ſhe trac'd, 
When with her {pear the foaming boar ſhe chas'd, 


From Perſia now the blooming warrior came, 


To win new trophics of immortal fame; 
In battles paſt her ſword had oft compell'd 
The ſcatter'd Gauls to quit the bloody field ; 
Majeſtic charms, Which ev'ry heart ſurprize, 
And awful glories, ſparkle in her eyes. 
Arriving here, prepared fot death, ſhe found 
The tender youth and lovely virgin bound 
The feeble ſex to heav'n her eyes addreis' d, 
And in her looks a ſileut calm exprels'd; 
The other grieves, and :nclts in pitying tears, 
Not for his own unhappv fate, but het's. 


The warlike nymph for both compaſſion proves, 


But moſt her care the ſilent ſuft'rer moves ; 
She to the people turns, nor loſes time, 


Demands with haite, and hears in brief their crime 


Intreats the execution they'd delay, 

And helps herſelf the riſing flames to ſtay; 

Then charg'd—+ Let none this office undertake, 

Till from the King I ſend them orders back.” 
Her bold commands the w illing crowd obey; 

She, ta the court directed, ſpeeds away, 


And audience gain'd, begins Gicat prince, from far 


Th? unknown Clarinda comes, with you to ſhare 
The toils and hazards of the hoſtile field, 

A volunteer to your commands I yield, 

Whether to meet the battle on the plain, 


Or at the walls the breaches to maintain, ? 


The King replies Who has not heard thy tne? 
What diſtant climes are iirange:s to thy names 
Thy deeds, illuſtrious virgin, ſpread thy praile, 
Where-e'er the wand'ring ſun reveals his rays: 


Aſſiſted thus, we Godfrey” s arms, dety, 


By thee ſccur'd'of certain victory; 
To thy command our forces we reſign, 
The war and all it's plorious condudt's chte. 
Her modeſt thanksthe graceful maid expreſs'd, 
And thus, again, her gen'rous ſuit addreſs'd; 
+ Unvſua! 
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my paſſion ; by which you'll fee the beauty of her mind 
is equal to that of her charming perſon. I am, Sir, 
 BELLAMOUR, 
TO BELLAMOUR, 
1 Had not the leaſt intention ever to write to you more, 
or put you in mind there was ſuch a perſon in the 
world as Almeda, had not your diftrefles reached me; 
and your endeavours to find me out obliged me to 
affure you, the fearch is in vam: I am determined 
never to {ce you more; ande this ſhall be the laſt letter 
You will ever receive from me; which I write purely 
tor your conſolation, if an account of my quiet will 


be any to you. 


From the moment you told me my happineſs depended 
on Elvira's refuſing you, I diſmiſſed every flattering 
hope: I was ſenſible the knew too well how to diſtin- 
guiſh merit; and how rarely ſuch excellence as your's 
is to he met with: to reſign you to the poſſeſſion of 
another, to conquer the warmeſt wiſhes, and find hay- 
pinels in giving pleaſure to thoie we love, abſtracted 


trom ourſelves, is a refinement few people are capable 


of, and what I did not expect from Elvira: the is con- 


felons of her own ſuperior charms; and may reaſonably 
hope to gain your heart; whilſt her eſteem for you 
would not ſuffer her to let you diipote of your's to 1 


perſon, who, in the common views of mankind, is un- 
worthy of you. 


Oh! why did fate throw you in my way? Was it 
only to awaken me from my ſtupid negligence of the 
world, to a ſenſe of forrow? to thew me a glimpte ot 
happineſs, only to make me more fenſible of my indi- 
cence? Had your part in life been to act the dependent, 
and mine the advanced Ration, you had been left to me 


in quiet, nobody would have diſputed my right: and 


I ſhould have tound more, much more pleature 3 in te- 
warding ſuch merit, than I ſhould have done in ſharing 
your fortune. But why do 1 expoltulate with Heaven, 
who, no doubt, allotted me into this jphere of life, as 
moſt ſwitable for me? It. is in our on power to mos 
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the incidents of human: life good or evil: it is our own 
minds that conſtitute them either; the reception they 


meet with there, and the turn they take, gives them 
their proper tincture. Let, us not diſturb the wile œco- 


nomvy, but ſubmit to the methods of Providence. You 
have obeyed your father in the difpolal of your perſon 
to Elvira, let her have your mind alfo, it is her right: 
J vill confels it is. 
pinels; and it is there her delicacy could never endure a 


T here only I could envy her hap- 


rival. Let us not be jult by halves: may the ſame 


" generous jpirit, that carried you through the firſt marks 


of your obedience, animate you through all the offices 


of the moſt exalted virtue! 1 leave you, that I may be 
no obſtacle to it; and beg you to confider whatever 
faults you commit to Elvira, J am the occaſion: and 


while I fly from all commerce with you, to prelerve my 
innocence, you will fruſtrate my endeavours, and make. 
me guilty, | | ; | 
There is a pleaſure in our very ſorrows, when they 
flow for a worthy object: you can give me that plea- 
ſure, and juſtify me to mylelt; and by thoſe very vir- 
tuss that tear you from me, bind me faſter to you, 
and give mg a vanity in you; your happineſs will be 
mine: I will not tell you, that I can forget you; it is 
impoſſible. The roſes mult forget to bloom, the birds 
to warble from the beach; the gay creation be un- 
dreſſed, and I inſenſible to perfection, ere your image 
can be eraſed out of my heart, or it can receive any 
other impreſſion. A heart that has been your prize, 


cannot delcend to a meaner ſacrifice; no, the paſiion 


you have inſpired tuits the grandeur of your exalted 
genius, and muſt have the lame duration with your 
virtue. I retire from the world, not to avoid, but to 
enjoy you more at liberty, We att never abient from 
thoſe we love; every beauty that nature can produce, 


prings you to my thoughts, fince you have pointed out 
all their various charms to me; taught me how to reliſh 


ſolitude, and directed my mind to entertainments above 
the reach of fortune, That 


1 


* 


8 


r 5 — 4 


204 LETTERS MORAL, | 
my paſſion; by which you'll fee the beauty of her mind 
is equal to that of her charming perion. I am, Sir, 


yours, &c. | e 


10 BELLAMOUR, 

Had not the leaſt intention ever to write to you more, 

or put you in mind there was ſuch a perſon in the 
world as Almeda, had not your diftrefles reached me; 
and your endeavours to find me out obliged me to 
affure yon, the fearch is in vain: I am determined 
never to {ze you more; and this ſhall be the laſt letter 
You will ever receive from me; which I write purely 
tor your conſolation, if an account of my quiet wil 
be any to you. 

From the moment you told r me my happineſs depended 
on Elvira's refuſing you, I diſmifled every flattering 
hope: I was ſenſible the knew too well how to diſtin. 
gutſh merit; and how rarely ſuch excellence as your's 
is to he met with: to reſign you to the poſſeſſion ot 
another, to conquer the warmeſt wiſhes, and find hay- 
pinels in giving pleaſure to thote we love, abltraQed 
rom ourſelves, is a refinement few people are capable 
of, and what I did not expect from Elvira: the is con- 
ſrious of her own {ſuperior charms; and may reaſonably 
hope to gain your heart; whilſt her eſteem for you 
would not ſuffer her to let you diſpoſe of your's to 1 
perſon, who, in the common views of mankind, is un- 
worthy of you. | 

Oh! why did fate throw you in my way? Was it 
only to awaken me from my ſtupid negligence of ti 5 
world, to a ſenſe of forrow? to ſhew me a glimpfe 
happineſs, only to make me more fenſible of my ind; 
cence? Had your part in lite been to act the dependent, 
and mine the advanced ſtation, you had been left to me 
in quiet, nobody would have diſputed my right: and 
I ſhould have found more, much more plea! ure in re- 
warding ſuch merit, than I ſhould have done in ſharing. 
your fortune. But why do Lexpoſtulate with Heaven, 
who, no doubt, allotted me into this ſphere of lite, as 
molt ſuitable for me? It is in our own power to _ © 
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tue incidents of human life good or evil: it is our own 
minds that conſtitute them either; the reception they 
meet with there, and the turn they take, gives them 
their proper tincture. Let us not diſturb the wile c 
nomy, but ſubmit to the methods of Providence. You 
have obeyed your father in the difpolal of your perſon 
to Elvira, Jet her have your mind allo, it is her right: 


J will confels it is. There only I could envy her hap- 
pineſs; and it is there her delicacy could never endure a 
rival. Let us not be jult by halves: may the fame 
generous jpirit, that carried you through the firſt marks 


of your obedience, animate you through all the offices 
of the moſt exalted virtue! 1 leave you, that I may be 
no obſtacle to it; and beg you to confider whatever 


faults you commit to Elvira, I am the occaiten ; and 
while I fly from all commerce with you, to prelerve my 
Innocence, you will fruſtrate my endeavours, and muke 


me guilty. | | 


There is a pleaſure in our very forrows, when they 


flow for a worthy object: you can give me that plea- 


fure, and juſtify me to mylelt; and by thoſe very vir- 


tuss that tear you from me, bind me faſter to you, 
and give mg a vanity in you; vour happineſs will be 
mine: I will not tell you, that I can forget you; it is 


imp-{lible. The roſes mult forget to bloom, the birds 
to warble from the beach; the gay creation be un- 
drefied, and I inſenſible to perfection, ere your image 
can be eraſed out of my heart, or it can receive any 


other impreſſion. A heart that has been your prize, 


cannot deſcend to a meaner ſacrifice; no, the paſiton 
you have inſpired ſuits the grandeur of your exalted 
genius, and muſt have the lame duration with your 
virtue. TI retire from the world, not to avoid, but to 


enjoy you more at liberty, We at never abient from 
thoſe we love; every beauty that nature can produce, 


prings you to my thoughts, ſince you have pointed out 
all their various charms to me; taught me how to reliſh 
ſolitude, and directed my mind to emertainments above 
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That ſentiment of tenderneſs I hand for you 115 00 19 


emanation of Divinity upon it; while it Ratvraily ! 


me to the contemplation oi tie Supreme by Kcsllence, at; 
directs my devotions to the Fountain of Beauty, Et, | 
hopes and tears, which alternately elevate or depri 

mind, in all human expectations, vanih: the ſeul 10 
liberty to purtue the intereſt ot another life, raiſes 


. 
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thoughts above this little lcene of things, to fairer, 
ture worlds; breaks off the letter s that chain it to 
worid, and miles through her priton, with a holy 
patience, on the joys oi immolchity. There all bh 
4 man diſtinétions will be lot, and gold will have nothin” 
i | to do in ſettling of them. „ | 
Perhaps the gay word will pity mes Arid kink » reli 
gion, and a cell, but a melancholy Teceuries but I nn i 
not find it to; watle. 1 am not clue Tom the geiz 


g | rous Monimia's n val ing 89 5* : her de ilCArS- and blame. 
leſs ſenitbilicy 0! human paihons (he to whom ſufferi"; 


is a merit) loltens . care, and raiſes every 
while ſhe deſcends from the height of grandeur tot 


gentle offices ot Fine uncere triend, the torgets every a. 


e of fortune, til virtue in diſtrels calis for 
J : her titles have no energy w it her, but waen i 
1 | 8 her a pr ivilege of ding good, and then ſhe ex: 
| them to their full force; ſhe feels they cannot bay f 

1 dom to the mind; and that no calamity will retir: 
1 reſpect to them. Fate has ſo ordered it, that 8 
4 | fome ſimilitude in our deſtinies, which reconciles we 
RF: mine; wile ſhe recommends piety and reignation ww; 

SE | | the ſtrongeſt and moſt beautiful arguments, her o 
1 | example; and fortifies my mind, by putting ever) 
1 | tue, by her own practice, in the 1 amiable lie 
1 Sometimes ſhe ſings a requiem to our ſorrows ; fo: orb 
1 [4 them to peace with the molt harmonious numbers, an 
1 I have the eaſe of ſeeing my thoughts expreſſed in h.. 
Ws ____ with every elegance; and when the ſerious ſoul ente 
0 | | itſelf, ſhe anticipates heaven, and gives a ſweet fore- cate: 
Wt of the ſongs of angels : thus we baffle diſappointmest, 


and elude our ulkerings. 3 hondurs, wealth and beautr, 
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fand abe ſh'd to fee themtelves del piſed, while Devotion 


e wings at this her faireſt triumph. | 
from what I have ſaid, be ſatisfied 
Jam not unhappy; and take this laſt affurance from 
me, that I can never be ſo, whillt you are bleffed. Lou 
very tenſe of forrow in me; I have 1 no 
Adieu. 


claps 
You will, 1 hope, 


tears, but when you claim them. 


LETTER XVIII 
To Lady Mary, from her Sijler jaf before ber death, 


J Come, ye ghoſts ; prepare your rolcate |] bow 18, 
Celcitial palms, and ever-blooming flow'is; 
Tluüther, where hinners may have reſt, I go, 
Where flames refin*d in breaſts ſeraphic glow. Pope. 
This, my dear lifter, is my long, my final adieu, till 
The ſprings of life are 
running low, and nature, tired with human changes, 
longs to be at reſt: the grave attends me, t that manſon 
of tilence and repoſe. | | 
I ſoon ſhall cloſe my wearv eyes in peace, 
Ant itretch compos'd, upon my duſty bed ; 
Oh! death! thy quict and refreſhing ſhade 
Si allgyicld a long, an unmoleſted reſt | 
From all the fruitleſs toil and vanity 
That dwells below. the ſun | | 
I have had en ill ſharè of health for ſome years, and 
have lately had two fits of an apoplexy; the third my 
phy ſician is ſo ſincere to let me know will be fatal: T 
am now indiſpoſed, and find ſome certain tymptoms of 
its return; 5 which makes me retolve to unburden my 
foul of its! laſt preſſure. 
Forgive me, ye injured ſhades of my © creat anceſtors, 
nor b lot my Na from your illuſtrious line My dear 


tiſter, can your rigid virtue forgive my fault, and plead 


my defence to my injured huſband, when J am filent in 
the duſt? Dear Lady Mary, wi i you not pardon a 
crime which is blotted out by Heaven? With that my 
pence is mide, by a long courſe of temperance: weeks 
and months, and years, are paſt, ſince the date of my 

8 2 . - guilt; ; 
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guilt: the riſing and the ſetting fun has been a conſtant 
witnels to my devotions; the moon and midnight {t; 


were conſcious to my tears. 


It is, as you know, fixteen years fince I was marie 
to Count Edgar: I have had two ſons and three daugh-. 
ters; but ſail I own this thameful truth? the elde © 
the two brothers is not his! On a fatal night (tet t“ 
horror of darkneſs cover it) I Was, in my 1 ; 
ablence, by the Marquis De —-—, ſeduced; it was not 
the contrivaxce of a formal amour, but the effe& 
inadvertency and furprize: Oh! where was my guar 
ddian angel in that lool ſe moment, that interval ot ve: 
proach and madnet!s! 

The ſubject is too infamous for me to enter into par- 
ticulars; but I have full aſſurance this youth 18 not th. 
Count's ſon, though his confidence in me, with his 
ealy temper, Kept him from ever making the leaſt in- 
quiry into any circumſtance of my guilt: he has late 
made his will; and to the eldeſt brother (being 
greateſt favourite) given his whole eſtate; leaving 
reſt intirely dependent on this ſon, \ which, to my contu- 
ſion is not his own, 

This ſecret, dear Lady Mary, I muſt intreat you '9 
diſcover to Count Edgar after my death; that he may d 
his own children juſtice, and only provide moderately for 
the other: aſſure him, that it was only in this inſtance l 
ever wronged my fidelity to him; this is the utmoſt re- 
paration I can make; and with a mind unburthened, i 
now caſt myſelf on infinite mercy, and ſmile in the 
View of death. 

I come, ye miniſters of fate, I come; 
But while I pals the intervening gioom, 
Should rihng doubts my trembling heart invade, 
With muſic chear the melancholy ſhade ; 
In ſoothing ſtrains a gentle requiem ling, 
And touch with heav'nly art, the golden ring; 
The charming ſound ſhall ev'ry care beguile, 
And make the ſeats of deſolation ſmile : 
My ſoul, prepar'd by ſecret ecſtaſy, 
Shall learn, and join the chorus of the {ky, 
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Once more, my dear fitter, adieu! Let my crune 
warn vou never to be vain, or ſecure: from the height 
of elf confidence, and arrogant virtue, I was left to 
make this reproachful ſtep to humble me. My repen- 
tince has been deep and ſincere; and, through the Di- 
vine Redemption, my pardon is procured, and my 
guilt for ever obliterated, Your dying friend, | | 
| | HERMIONE, 
EE T:FER-XLX. | | 
A Letter from Ariſlus, giving bis Friend a Relation of 
the ſud.ien Death of bis new Bride, who avas ſeized 
in the Chapel while the ſacred Rites wwere performing. 
V fate will furniſh you with a full evidence of the 


1 vanity of human happineis. My laſt letter was 


weit in the height of ſuccefs, with the moſt arrogant 
-xpectations and boaſt of a laſting felicity; now it is 
al changed, the ſhadows of night cover me. . 

The lovely Erminia, whom I had fo long purſued, and 
at lait perſuaded to crown my wiihes, the very morning 
ſne gave me her hand, before the facred ceremony was 


| Hniſhed, was turprized with the fatal meſſage of death; 


and carried in a {woon from the chapei to her chamber, 
where ſhe Won expired in her mother's arms: this hour 
ſhe appeared with all the colt and ſplendour of a youth- 
ful bride! the next, ſhe is a pale and ſenſeleſs corpſe, 
muilled in a ghaſtly ſhroud ; thoſe charms, that in the 
morning promiſed an eternal bloom, before the even- 


ing have dropped their ſmiling pride; the ſparkling 


eyes are ſunk in darkneſs; the ſoft, the tuneful voice, 
is for ever filent ; while a livid hue fits on the late roſy 
lips. | | | 8 
Thus airy pleaſure dances in our eyes, 

And ſpreads falſe images in fair diſguiſe, 

T” allure our fouls; 'till juſt within our arms 

The viſion dies, and all our painted charms 

Flee quick away from the purſuing ſight, 5 
Till they are loſt in ſhades, and mingle with the night. 
O Death, how cruel was thy triumph! youth and 


beauty, joy, and blooming hope, lie here a victim to 


3 thy 
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thy rage: the darkſome priſon of the grave muſt nos 
confine thy gentle captive; inſtead of the pomp of + 
bridal bed, the cold earth mult be her lodging, duſt an 
corruption her covering. 

You will now expect I ſhould practiſe the prince! ples 
J have to often aſſerted, in exerciſing my boaſted reaion 
and moderation; or leave you to inſult me with the 
arguments I lately produced to allay your grief, under 
the preſſure of an uncommon misfortune. This re— 
proach would be but juſt at a period when Heaven has 
| given me a full evidence of the truths I confeſſed, and 


ſet the vanity of human hopes in the cleareſt demon- 


ſtration before me. One would think I ſhould now, if 
ever, find it eaſy to moralize on thele ſuhjects, and act 
the philotopher from mere neceſſity, if not from virtue, 


Were the caſe your's, or any-body's but my own, 


how many wiſe things ſhould I repeat! how Buently 
could I talk! ſo much more eaſy is it to dictate than 
to practiſe: and yet I am reaſonable by intervals; I am 
in more than name a Chriſtian ; in ſome bright periods 


I feel the force of that profeſſion, and pay homage to its | 
| facred rules: a heavenly ray ſcatters my grict, and 
chears my ſoul with divine conſolations; the gay and | 


the gloomy appearances of mortal things vaniſh before 
the gleams of celeſtial light; immortal pleaſures, with 


gentle invitations, call me to the ſkies, and all my 


thoughts aſcend. 
But how ſhort my triumph! how eaſy the tranſition 
from reaſon to madneſs! Of what ſurprizing variety is 


a human mind capable! light and darkneſs, heaven and 


hell, ſcem blended within; it is all chaos, and wild 
ander that reaſon which one moment relieves me, 
the next ſeems with a juſt train of ideas to torment me. 


See there, all pale and dead, ſhe lies; ; 
For ever flow, my ſtreaming eyes; 
Fly, Hymen, with extinguiſh? d fires; | 
Fly, nuptial bliſs, and chaſte defires; & | 
Erminia's fled, the lovelieſt mind, : 
Faith, ſweetneſs, wit, together join'd, 


Dwelt 
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Dwäalt faith, and wit, and ſweetneſs there? 
Oh, vicw the change, and drop a tear. | 


LETTER: XX; 
To Lycidas. 
MY DEAR LYCID=s, | 

HERE are ſcatons, when the mind dilates itſelf, 
and fenithle of its own grandeur, breaks through 

the limits of this lower creation, in ſearch of ſome un- 
known, and yet untaſted pleatures: this is my preſent 
diſpoſition; the wide limits of the iky have nothing to 
entertain me: Nature ſeems exhauſted and indigent; 
ſhould ſhe uncover her go! len mines, or diiclo'e the 
ruby ſparkling in its bed, let her open the veins of ſap- 
phire, and ſhew the dia; 55 80 olitre ting on its native 
rock 1 have no avarice of this kin d the orient 
clouds that now adorn the morning {kv, c: Sd reach 
them, would be a more 11! Mtantri ticgfure. Ap per, 
ye faireſt blandiſhments of ſenſe; though lovely as the 
daughters of Eden, your allurements would now be 
loſt. —Let ſenſuality appear in all her chums, the Per- 
tian delicacy, and the Roman pride: — Let the pagean- 
try of ſtats, the triumphs loſt in long oblivion, put on 
_ airy forms, and pats in their viſtonary ſple Jour store 
me; in my preſent fityation, methinks I con vefpiie 
them all. Thele ſcenes would be but tirclome lepeti- 
tions; for they are no novelties to my active unagina- 
tion; Cleopatra's expenſive vanity, aud Pompey” 88 lor Ys 
are familiar themes to my luxuriant fancy; their deicrip- 
tions rather tire than delight me, Even the magnifi- 
cence of the ſtarry arch, the ipiendid {tructure of the 
univerſe, I now ſurvey with indolenge: I grow impa— 
tient to ſee a new and brighter icene appear; when theſe 
old heavens, and antiquated earth, ſhall put off their 
periſhable forms, and ſtand dreſſed in immortal beauty, 
and undecaying excellence. Bleſſed period! why art thou 
ſo long delayed! Oh ſtretch thy ſhining wings, and come 
away —Mend thy pace, old lazy Time, and ſhake thy 
ſlow-paced ſands !—Mike ſhorter circles, ye rolling pla- 
nets — Thou lingering We how long wilt thou travel 


the 
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the celeſtial road! when ſhall thy radiant atk be 
finiſhed | when will the great Angel arreſt thee in thy 
progreis, and {wear by "him that made heaven and 
earth, the ſea, ard all that is therein „ that Time fail 
be no more ! 

My impatient foul ſprings Forward to ſalute tlie 
happy period, and anticipates the promiſed joy. 

Great Nature then, thro? ail her dift'rent works, 
Shall be transform'd; the carth, and thote gay ſkics, 
Shall be no more the ſame; a brighter ene 
Succeeds; and Paradiſe, in all it's charms, | | 
Shall be renew'd; but far its bliſs improv'd, 
Fitted for minds, to whom the mighty Maker 
Shall give the glorious viſion of his face 
Unveil'd, and ſmiling with eternal love. 

Here let me dwell, nor turn one carcleſs look 

On yonder hated world here let me drink 
Full draughts of bliſs, and bathe in endleſs floods 


Of life and; Joy ;—here let me ſtill converſe. | 
It cannot be Mortality returns! | 4 

Ye radiant ſkies, adicu!—Ye ftarry worlds, | 
I muſt fulfill my day, and wait the hour, | 
That brings eternal liberty and reſt. 4. 


My native element prevails, and I muſt return to my 
original earth again; but I believe you are not overjoyed 
at this event; you could have reſigned me to the ſkies in 
vour preſent diſpoſition: an earthly amour ſeems to en- 
grols your affection; and I mould much more have ob- 
liged you, by a diſcourſe of mortal charms, than of ce- 
leſtial attachments; but you muſt excuſe me, my mind 
is in a poſition too ſublime and delicate for theiè ter- 
rene nymphs; as fair as your miſtreſs is, you have no 


Oh, ye fair objects, ye untainted ſprings, 


rival in me; at this inſtant I am all for the immortals. J 


Of ev'ty excellence, that charms the ſenſe! gd 


Ye native beauties, ye primeval {weets, 
I hat bloſſom in the ſkies; but for the hopes 
Of thele pure entertainments after death, 
My ſou! would joyfully give up its claim 
To an1m:: orral ſtate; for what is life, 
Reaſon, and theſe capacities of bliſs, 
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I loſt on toys! No, I have nobler aims, 5 

Deſire unbounded by theſe narrow ſKics, 

Theſe gaudy, flying, tranſitory ſcenes 

Eternal glories, and enchanting beauties! 

Next time I fee you, on condition you will let me 
laugh, you ſhall talk of loves and graces, lilies and 
roſes, flames and darts; till Chanticicer gives his lait 
{ummons to the phantoms and fairies to diſappear. | 

CLERIMON T. 


1 E FER XXI. 
To the Earl 77 
MY LORD, 

1 AM juit recovered of the wound I received in the 

duel, which you with fo much reaſon and humanity 

endeavoured to prevent. I think myſelf now under an 

obligation to own the juſtice and force of vour Lord- 

ſhip's arguments, and to retract whatever 1 1aid in de- 

tence of ſuch an inhuman practice: it was phrenzy that 

made me reject the advice of one who had to tru” a no- 

tion of honour, and whoſe courage had been glori— 

ouſly employed in the caule of liberty, and the Proteſt 
ant ſucceſſion, | 

You told me what the event of this mad adventure 
would be, that inſtead of defending, I ſhould expoſe my 
ſiſter's innocence to the public cenſure: it is too late for 
me to with I had been* guided by your generous and 
friendly admonitions, Which for the future will wear 
the ſtamp of infallibility on them; nor can I propole to 
myſelf a nobler example than your Lordſhip's in every 
part of human life; the generous friend, the tender hul- 
band, and affectionate parent, appear in their proper 
luctre een Virtue, with a ſuperior excellence, ſhines 
in your character, and enforces her precepts with reſiſt- 
leſs eloquence. _ 

The review of your conduct is a ſevere reproach to 
my own: I ſhall never refle&t on my late ridiculous ex- 
ploit without confuſion ; whatever bravery I affected, I 
was conſcious of the moſt ſlaviſh fears, in the midſt of 
my inſolent flights ot yanity 3 deliberate guilt hung 

| heavy 


— - 
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heavy on my ſou]; I ſpent the night betore the blood 
aſſignatie n in anguiſh which no words cen exprets; in. 


Fern: | vittons h zünted my imagination; the caverus vi 


night, th - joy !Jels abodcs, ditclo! e. 1 their temors 10 11 5 
diſtracted tancy. 


But fo entirely was I governed by the maxims of 1 


lJicentious put of the world, that with great gall nity 


1 
I challenged my own ruin, and bid defiance 35 de 


and damnation, expofing my ſelf to all the horrors, 9 5 


ful to reaſon and nature, to avoid the 1inputation of 
cowardice. 5 
So tyrannical a thing is cultorn, that it is neceſſary 


to alk the world forgiveneſs, for preſuming 


ſonable creatures: people are often compelled to be mad 


in their own defence, and to act againſt their reaton to 
avoid being fingular, It is hard indeed, that the ca- 
price of mankind ſhould expect an: apolegy from the lew 
that are wiſer than the reſt, for being awake and in their 
right ſenſes; that they mould be forced to excuſe them- 


ſclves, tor keeping their eyes open, and having pene- 
tration enough to toreſce a diſtant danger, and ſo much 
diſcretion as to avoid it. 


A man reſolved to leap from a precipice, might with 


a better aſſurance ridicule his companions for not pro- 


miſing to follow him; and more juſtly reproach them 
with cowardice, for refuſing to break their necks, than 
men of honour can upbraid a perſon for not complying 
with their rules of valour, at the expence of his lite, 


and all his hopes of future happineſs. If my generous. 


adverlary had not ſpared my life, when it lay at his 
mercy, (while my ſalvation depended upon that im- 
portant moment) inſtead of giving you this penitent re- 


lation, I had been now curling my own folly, under the 


weight of eternal infamy. Your Lordi 8, &c. 
| | ANTONIO. 


LETTER 


g to be rea- 


Yi 


\D ENTERTAINING. 215 
L E T FPER XXII. 


20 Valerius, from an Engliſh Mercbau; giving an Ace 


count of the Adventures of his Voyage. 
I am at laſt fafely arrived in Holland, and have taken 
the firſt opportunity to give you a relation of the ad- 


ventures that detained me fo long in toreign countries, 


In my return from the Indies, 7 had ſome affairs with 
a Spaniſh merchant, which while J was managing in 
one of their ſea- ports, there came in a Spanith cortäir, 
who had taken a rich Turkiſh prize, With N Turks 
and Moors priſoners, whom he offered to le“ flaves :; 
I never had any traiick of this Kind from any v of 
intereſt ; but from a motive of compaſſion, I had pur- 
chaſed liberty for many a miſerable 3 to Whom 1 
gave freedom the moment 1 paid his range 
Among the captives neviy taken, thee was one dil. 
tinguiſhed by the richneis of his habit, and more by the 
gracctuineſs of his port. He drew ali my attention, of 
which he appeared lenfible, and 11] directed his looks to 
me; our fouls tcemed to greet one another, as if their 
intimacy had been of a long ſtanding, and commenced 


in ſome} pre-exiſtent period: "there was ſomething in the 
air of this young ſtranger ſuperior to adver ſity, and yet 


ſenſible of the preſent diladv antage of his fate; while IL 


felt tor him an emotion, ſoft as the ties of nature, and 


could not but i impute it to the ſecret impreſſion of ſome 
intelligent power, which was leading me to a height of 
generoſity beyond my own intention; "and by an impulſe 
of virtue on my foul, directing it to the accompliſhment 
of ſome diſtant and unknown deſign of Providence; the 
heavenly inſtigation came with a prevailing force, and I 
could not but obey its dictates. ö 
The price ſet on this captive was extravagantly high, 
and fuch as world be a vaſt diſadvantage to my pretent 
affairs to part with: however, I littened to the gentle 
monitor within, and paid the corſair his full demands. 
As ſoon as I had conducted the youth to my lodg- 
ings, I told him, he was from that moment free; the 


price I had paid Was dor his friendihip and liberty. 
Then 
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© Then you have confined me,* replied the gentle 
ſtranger, by the moſt laſting engagements; I might. 


have broke through any other rettraint, but J am no 
your voluntary ſlave, and dare truſt you with a ſecret 
yet unknown to the Spaniards: my name is Orramel, 
the only ſon of a wealthy Baſſa in Conſtantinople, and 
you may demand what you will for my ranſom,” | 
© You will ſoon be convinced,” {aid I, © there was no 
mercenary intention in this action; the amity I have for 
you is noble and diſintereſted; it was kindled by a cele!- 
tial ſpark, an emanation from the divine clemency, and 
terminates in nothing below your immortal happinets :; 
and were you inclined to examine thole facred truths 
which would lead you to that felicity, and to ſhare my 
fortune ina free and happy nation, the wealth of the In- 
dies ſhould not buy you from my affections : but if it is 
your choice to return to the cuſtoms and religion of your 


country, you are ablolutely free, without offering any 


terms for your releaſe.” : 

With a friendly but dejected look, he told me it was 
impoſſible for him to diſpenſe with his filial obligations 
to an indulgent parent; but he poſitively refuſed his 
freedom, till he had given intelligence, and received 
an anſwer from his father: which he ſoon had with a 
carte blanche to me, on which I might make my own 


demands for his fon's ranſom. TI returned it, with no 


other terms, but the liberty of all the Chriſtian ſlaves 
he had in his poſſeſſion ; hoping by this diſintereſted con- 


duct, to leave a conviction on the mind of my young 
friend, in favour of Chriſtianity. He could perſuade 
me to receive nothing but ſome little preſent, and left 


me with an apparent concern, | DEG: 
It was ſome months after he was gone, before I could 
finiſh my negociations in Spain; but as (oon as they 
were diſpatched, 1embarked for Holland. We had not 
been a week at ſea, before the ſhip was taken by a Turk- 
ith pirate, and all the men in it carried to Conſtantino- 


ple, to be ſold as ſlaves: my lot fell to a maſter from 


whom I was like to find moſt barbarous treatment; how- 
e e ever, 
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ever, I was reſolved to endure my bondage *till IL could 
give intelligence to my friends in England to procure | 
my ranſom ; I was fixed to this, that no hardſhip ſhould 
reduce me to give Orramel an account of my diſtreſs, 
till I was again in circumſtances not to need his Kind- 
neſs, nor expect a retaliation of my own. 5 

But Heaven had kinder intentions by bringing me in- 
to this adverſity, nor left me long without redreis. As 
was talking in a public place, to one of my fellow ſlaves, 
Orramel came by; he paſſed beyond me, but inftantiy 


returning, looked on me with great attention, till tome 


melting forrow dropped trom his eyes; when making 
enquiry of ſome that were near, to whom I belonged, 
and being informed, without (peaking a word to me, 
he flew to my new maſter, paid his demand for my ran- 
ſom, and immediately conducted me to his hone, where 
he welcomed me with the warmeſt marks of affection: 


he ſpoke——he pauſed ——and was in the gicateſt per- 
plexity to find language ſuitable to the ſentiments of 


his ſoul. | . | 8 
« My brother!' ſaid he, my friend !—or if there are 


more ſacred ties in nature or virtue, let me call you by 


ſome gentler appellation; we are now united by the bands 


of celeſtial amity, one in the lame holy faith, and hopes 


of a glorious immortality; your charity retcued me from 
a worſe than Spaniſh flavery, from the bondage of vice 


and ſuperſtition; your conduct baniſhed my prejudices 

to the Chriſtian name, and made way for the entrance of 

_ thoſe heavenly truths to which I now aſſent. But this 

is a ſecret even to my own domeſtics ; and whether ſuch 
a caution is criminal, I am not yet able to determine.“ 


With what rapture, what attention did J liften to this 


language! I bleſſed the accents that told me my friend, 
my Orramel, had embraced the Ehkriftian faith, An 
_ angel's ſong would have been leſs melodious. I looked 
_ upward, and with a grateful elevation of mind gave the 
glory to the ſupreme Diſpoſer of all human events. The 


inſt inct was from above, that firſt moved me to ran- 


ſom this young captive: thence was the ſpring of my 


Com- 
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compaſſion : it would be vanity, it would be the most 
criminal arrogance, not to aicribe this action to the 
aſſiſting Wa. 


The illuſtrious Orramel made it his] joy, his ſtudy, 


evidence his affection: he told me, his father died 55 
we parted in Spain, and that he had left five daughters, 


which he had by ſeveral of his wives: he offered me the 
choice of his lifters, if I had any thoughts of marriage, 
and promiſed a dowry with her to my own content: one 
of them, he ſaid, was privately bred a Chrittian, by her 
mother, a beavriful woman of Armenia: I was piea!ed 
with the propotal, and impatient to fee my fair miſtrels. 
In the mean time he made me a preſent of ſeveral ric!; 
habits, and two negrocs to attend me. | 
The next day, be conducted me to a falls (umm: 

houſe, whither he {cnt for his filters ; who were all f 
handſome, that I was diſtreffed with my own liberty, 
nor knew where to choole, had not a principle of piety 


—ä——ꝛ— — 


—— — — 


determined me to the young Armenian; who was not 
ſuperior in beauty to the reſt, but there was a decorum 


in her behavior, which the others wanted: ſhe had more 


of the modeſty and politeneſs of the European women, to 
whom you know I was always partial: my choice was | 


fixed, and the more I converted with my fair miltre!s, 


the more reaſon I found to approve it. We were pri- 
vately married by a chaplain belonging to the Britiſh 


envoy, My generous friend gave her a fortune which 


abundantly repaid all my joſes; and after a proſperous 


voyage, I am ſafely landed in Holland. 
I have ſent you this relation as a memorial of my gra- 


titude to Heaven; whoſe clemency has returned me mare 


than meaſure for meaſure, and largely recompenſed thit 


liberality 1 it firſt inſpired. Adieu. 


END OF THE SECOND PART, 


LETTERS 
MORAL axD ENTERTAINING. 


— — — — exceed 


A R T III. 


To Lady Sophia: the Sequel of the Story of Rofalinda. 


Ou will find me, dear Lady Sophia, in a more gay 


diſpoſition than when I writ my laſt letter; perhaps 
the fair ſeaſon has tome influence on my temper ;z the 


ſpring is now in its prime, and blooming natu:e appears 


in all her various pride: the fields and groves retound 


with artleſs harmony; the linnet and warbling lark in— 


vite me often to rife with the fragrant morning: nor am 


I unwilling to obey the gentle ſummons, though, "till I 
I came here, I had never beheld the riſing ſun; the fight 
was as great a novelty to me, as a blazing- ſtar would 
have been; the opening dawn was one of the 2rgaza of 


nature; into which my curiofity had never pried. Indeed 
I had read many poetical delcriptions of the roſy-fhngered 
Morning unbarring the gates of ligat, and decked in 
golden veſtments, beginning her progreſs over the f- 


ern hills; but 1 ieft Aurora to her rural hours, »:thout 
the leaſt inclination to trace her foot-ſteps in the pearly 


dew. She was no precedent for me; I was 00 polite to 
open my eyes at fucn ungentecl ſeaſons; tne fun thone 


in vain, its beams were ulelels till the modiſh world ap- 


| peared. | 


But I have now conquered tie refinements, and can 


bear the aukward cuſtom of rilug with the freſh morning, 
and going to bed when the duk evening cloſes; or I 


might keep mytelf awake while every other intelligent 


being on this part of the globe fleeps 3 when human af— 


fairs ceaſe, and the calm creation ſeems lull'd in a peace- 
| ful flumber; except elves and fairies: I cannot pre- 


cilely determine what hours they keep; but here is a 
| e e 2 ls i nurie 
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nurſe in the family who is intimately acquainted {as 0. 
ſays) with theſe ſprightly phantoms ; ſhe has been a. 
mitted to their moon-light revels, and has led me te 
many a circle diſtinguiſhed with perpetual verdur-, 
where they uſed to dance their light fantaſtic rounds, 
Bridget and Joice, our two dairy-maids, add their tes. 
timony to the nurſe's, and relate their own viſionary ex- 
perience. I am no great infidel; ſometimes I believe, 
and always with the pretty ſtories they tell me were true; 


but I dare not object againſt any of thoſe relations, fo; 


fear of being thought a Heathen by the whole village. 
My circumſtances are now very eaſy, my miſrets is 
fully perſuaded my education hss been ſuperior to my 
preſent ation, and treats me more like a ſiſter than a 
ſervant; I am under no reſtraints but thoſe of gratitude 
and juſtice, which will not ſuffer me to be idle, where! 


know myſeif to be dependent. 


For a damſel of quality I can work well enough with 
my needie; and as this is all my miftreſs will ſuffer me 
to do, I carry my work to ſome verdant retreat, of which 
here are great variety, in a large garden, and wide 
range of orchards joining to the houſe. I am delighted 
with old-faihioned bowers covered with woodbine and 
ſweet-briar, and can ſit as much at my eale on a bank of 
camomile ſhaded with laurel, as Jever did in a painted 
alcove. Maple-trees and and box, with huthes of rotes, 
are placed about in a very agreeable diforder : the whole 
ſcene appears gay, but wild above rule or art, 


— While Nature here | 
Wantons as in her prime, and plays at will 
Her virgin fancies | Ailton. 


The orchard joining to it is ſpacious and fair as the 


Heſberian incloſures; violets, primroles, and crocus's, 
embroider the level green on which you tread ; the tree 
are {et in rows, their branches mingle above, and are 
now in their gaudy bloffoms ; the birds fit careleſs on 


the flowery {prays, and from their little throats pour out 


a ſtream of harmony; while fragrant gales refreſh the 
| 5 e ſenſe, 
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ſenſe, and with their aromatic breath diffuſe gladneſs to 


the ſoul. 


Juſt at the bounds of this luyuriant retreat ſtands an 
antient oak; the extended boughs are a ſhelter from the 
mid-day fun, which perhaps your Ladyſhip would en- 
dure, rather than ſcreen your beauty in fuch à ruſtic 
ſhade! Ely ſian groves and myrtle bowers are better ſuited 
to the delicacy of your imagination; but I am now re- 
conciled to nature in its greateſt negligence, and ſeated 
in this venerable receſs, find virtue and liberty the prin- 
cipal ſprings of human happineſs: my hours are here 
at my own diipoial, nor am I obliged to devote them to 
ceremony or vain amuſements. LI find myſelt under no 


_ neceſſity to court the impertinent, or flatter the ambi- 
tious, nor to do a thouſand unreaſonable things for fear 


of being fugular and out of the mode. | | 
The only intimacy TI have contracted is with a daugh- 
ter of the miniſter of this pariſh: they call her Sally; 
her converſation is perfectly innocent and agreeable z 
and has ſomething in it charming beyond all the ſpect-. 
ous rules and ſtudied elegance of the Beau Monde: ſhe 
has ſpent her leifure in reading, and has certainly per- 


uſed all the good books in her father's ſtudy, having ne- 
ver opened a page on any any ſubject but religion, ex- 


cept Argalus and Parthenia, Her prectiioneis is all na- 
tural and unaffected; her looks, her words, her whole 
behaviour, has an air of ſanctity ; one can hardly believe 
her an inhabitant of this world, but rather a native of 
ſome more refined and holy region; the rectus of her 
countenance, with the ſurpriſing beauty of her whole 
perion, would confirm this thought, if ſome evidence of 
mortality did not appear in her declining health: the be- 
lieves herſelf in a conſumption, and talks of dying as 
calmly as moſt people talk of going to ſleep. Fs 
However, this indifference is not perhaps intirely the 
effect of piety; a tender paſſion ſeems to have ſome ihare 
in it; her health began to decline from the time her 
lover died; he was the ſon of a neighbouring clergy- 
man; their marriage was concluded by the eonſent of 


N 


both 


rr 
"= 
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both their parents. There had been an innocent ten 
derne(s between them from their childhood, and juſt : 
the period ſet to crown their mutual paſſion, the vout! 
was ſelzed with a fever, which ended his lite, and leit 
the gentle maid to mourn her diſappointed joys. 

Since that ſhe has no attachment to this world, ail 
her ſchemes of happineſs are in a future ſtate, on which 
her whole attention is fixed; and nothing can be mote 
ſparkling than her converſation on thete fubjects. As 
ſome people grow dull and morole in talking of religion, 
it brightens her countenance, gives a Vivacity to ber 
thoughts, and heavenly eloquence to her tongue; the 


beauty of the ſpangled firmament in a clear ſummer 


evening gives her an apparent pleaſure. In a litt! 
time,” the often ſays, J ſhall have a nearer view or 
thoſe radiant wonders, and ſhall myſelf outſhine their 
glimmering luſtre.” 


You would be glad, Lady Sophia, if I would Jeave 


Sally with the angels, and talk to you of knights of 
the garter, blue ribbands, embroidered coats, an 
other ſublunary things. There is ſuch a wide extreme 
betwixt theſe fubjects and heavenly themes, that I can- 


not introdiice your tender affair with any manner of de- 


corum : the deſcent is too precipitant. But if I muii 
talk of love, my own amour is ſomewhat more of the 
ethereal kind than yours, and the tranſition will no be 
ſo difficult. | 
Nor will it diſpleaſe you, to hear that my los con- 
tinues conſtant, with the addition of fix thoutand a yen 
to his eſtate; it was left him by one of the S—--r la- 
mily, who lately died without an heir. | 
My mittre!s has been a conſtant advocate for the 


lovely youth, believing his propoſal a vaſt re | 


for me; while my generous lover makes his addreſſe 
with greater warmth and aſſurance than when his altace 
was Jels, thinking it now in his power to offer me a 1e- 
paration for whatever misfortune hath reduced me to x 
fate ſo unequal to what 5 18 perſuaded) my oo, 
tion has been. | | | 1 have 


———ů — = 
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I have not yet accepted his propoſal, nor diſcovered | 

a mu rank to him; but it is very probable I (hall do both. 
| What objection can J, or rather what can you, make | | 
| againſt it? His deſcent is every way illuſtrious, and has | 
vaitiy the advantage of mine: Nature has diſtinguiſhed _ $3 


him with an air of grandeur, beyond all the borrowed. | ' | 
i | Juttre of titles or equipage. There is an elegance in his 1 4 
bebaviour ſuperior to the Rules of art or imitation ; not 4 

* Paris, when confeſſed Prince on the Plains of Ida, ap- 

55 prared more graceful: he talks of-love, not in the ſtrains © 
. ot dramatic frenzy, but with the ſobriety of reaſon and | [ 
— | virtue: perſuaſion dwells on his tongue, while he de- 15 
2 ſcribes the gentle paſſiqn in accents calm as the mid- f 


| night air. What the conſequence will be, I cannot 
> 3 yet determine. Dear Lady Sophia, adieu. | i 
$5 LET FRE i, " 
| 5 | To Lady Sophia, {12 
3 AY romance is now finithed, the drama is come to a 1:3 
concluſion ; I have been married theſe four months, 
and from the ſober regular way of life I am now in, 
you mutt expect no more adventures. | 
I forgot in my laſt to inform you, that with the fix 
thouſand agyear there was a teat nobly furniſhed left to 
--------- what mult I call him? not my huſband, tor 
tear the aukward domeſtic found ſhould give you the 
fpleen: and if I ſhould give him the appellation of 
my gallant, my lover, or the charming youth, you 
would think me run mad in romance: but I hope I may 
call him by his proper name, which is Lucius. | 
The ſeat of which he is now the poſſeſſor, looks like 
the abode of liberty and guiltleſs delight; the fituation 
has ſomething in it fo jovial and airy, that it gives an 
alacrity to the mind: it ſtands on a gentle riſmg, with a 
view of a ſpacious valley before it, through which a 
luxuriant river draws its ſhining train, and bleſſes the 
borders with immortal verdure; the wide campaign be- 
yond opens a fair variety of hills, of groves, and fertile 
plains, which terminate in a diſtant proſpect of the ſea. 
| You have this beautiful ſcene of nature from every win- 
dow an the front of the houſe, The 
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The oppoſite fide of the ſtructure diſcloſes a quite dit. 
ferent view, as that ſeems the triumph of nature, this 
appears the infult of art; the gardens and groves are 40 
exquiſitely fine and regular, that I fancy myſelf in tairy 
land : it looks all like the effect of enchantment, aud 


beyond human contrivance. 


The loves and graces figured in the painted alcoves 
perſuade me I am got among the immortals, who ſeem 
to court me to their ſoft receſſes; when through a loo? 
viſta the ſmiling forms riſe in juſt proportion before nu, 


I converle with deities, and am charmed with the won- 


ders of the poetical world. 
I find leiture enough for theſe e delights, be- 
ing diſcharged from family cares by my huſband's grand. 


mother, who is qualified to manage thole affairs with 


great prudence and decency : it is a pleaſure to me te 
tubmit to her advice in every punctilio, as I find it ob- 


liges Lucius, who treats her with the utmoſt deference 


and reſpect: nor fails to find ſome handſome excuſe tor 


any thing that has the appearance of N or Caprice 
in her temper. | 


His merit in every occurrence ſecures my eſteem 5 an 


air of juſtice and benignity ſhines through his whole « con- 


duct; his mind was in the ſame elevation when his for- 
tune was at the loweſt; nor has this unexpected turn had 
the leaſt influence on the modeſty and evenneſs of his it. 
poſition : his management in every thing is at once ge- 


nerous and diſcreet ; he has devoted a thouland pound: 


a year, out of the fix thouſand, to charitable uſes ; ano- 


ther thouſand he ſecuied to me for my peculiar expen- 


ces; the reſt to be ſpent in his houſehold, the charge ot 
which he has limited to his income, and pays his bill; 
once a month with great exactneſs, that no honett trade!- 
man may be injured by his delay. Whatever treipa's 
is done by the careleſſneſs of his ſervants, in the puriuit 
of their rural ſports, he patiently hears the complaints 
of the ſufferers, and reſtores their damage to the full, 
His compaſſion is equal to his juſtice; never has he 


been ſeen to turn away from a peace of pity; never 


„ Das.” 


_ 
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has he ſhut his ears to the voice of diſtreſs; never by an 


inſolent reproach, filenced the cries of poverty, nor de- 
layed his bounty to the neceſſitous. 

Several honeſt cler gymen with large families and nar- 
row incomes, have already experienced his generoſity, 


and bleed their young benefactor. He has taken a fon 
of a neighbouring miniiter into the temily, Who was 


bred at the univerſity, and is a youth of great piety, 
and very good ſenſe; he reads conſtantly to us morning 


and evening prayers, when not a lervant in the houſe 19. 


{uffered to be ablent. 
Lucius has a handſome e of Engliſh and 


French authors; his father lived long enough to lee him 


inſtructed in both theſe languages; ſo that his Daene 
with the convertation of the young ſtudent, are the 
agreeable amuſement of his leiſure hours, which are not 
lo many as he ſeems to wiſh, his rank and merit ſtilh en- 


gaging him in a new acquaintance, there being ſeveral 


Boo s {eats {cattered about in this pleatant cham- 
aign. 


below the ſtars, and mingle with immortal beings; her 
ſentiments are all elevated and refined, the jargunge of 
heavch flows tram her lips in accents ſweet as an angel's 
voice; ſhe has a ſurpriſing memory, and ſpeaks the 


finefi pa its of Milton by heart: I fancy myſelf among 


celeſtial minſtrels, when ſhe repeats that detcription 
where 


—Their golden harms they * 

Harps ever tuned, that, glitt'ring by their fide, 
Jie quivers kane g, and, with preamble ſweet 
Of charming ſymphony, they introduce. 
Their eee ſong, 2nd waken raptures high. 


Mr. Pope's MesslaH is another of her favourite 


poems; which the recites with tuch a graceful pronunct- 


ation, that it ſeems always new and ſurprizing. £ 

But while I am enjoying this agreeable lociety, I 

Enow it is a pleaſure that is ſtealing! trom me, like ſome 
| | fair 


I'find myſelf more free and diſengaged. having 1 no 
companion but Sally; in her converſation I forget I am 
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fair flower, whoſe bloom withers while I am regalizs 
my ſenſe with its fragrancy : the young ſaint is bidduy; : 
adieu to mortal things, and preparing for her natis: 


ſkies. I brought her bither „to try if the change of air 


would mend her health: but I ſee no advantage ſhe has 
by it; and finding her impatient to return, I have pro- 
miſed to carry her in my chaiſe to-morrow back to her 
father's houſe, I go the more willingly, that I may 
make a vilit to the peaceful abode where I . 10 
many happy hours. 


I know not if my miſtreſs has yet recovered the con- 


. fuſion ſhe was in at the diſcovery of my quality. Ax 


for Lucius, it ſcemed to be no ſecret to him; he told 
me there was ſomething in my behaviour, that convince 
him I was not in my proper ſtation; but by what mil 
fortune I was funk, he could never make the leaſt conjec- 
ture: my conduct, he thought, was too reſerved to ſuf- 
fer him to ſuſpe& any thing to my diſadvantage z and 
when he tound my concealment was on a religious ac- 
count, it gave him the higheſt ſatisfaction, to find it in 
his power to place me in circumſtances more agreeable 


and independent. 


Two or three days after I was . I writ to my 
father with all the ſubmiſſion and tenderneſs that natural 
affect ion could dictate, I am informed he relents, and 
is pleaſed with an alliance with this noble family: but 
I have not yet had the honour of any letter or meſſage 


from his lordſhip. Oh, could I throw myſelf at his 


feet, and once more hear his paternal bing my hap- 
pineſs were complete. 
The PASTORAL I have incloſed was only writ as A 
folitary amuſement 3 which makes me fend it without 
any apology, or giving myſelt the airs of being an an— 
thor ; I hope it will not diſpleaſe you, that my ſhepheri 
happens to be a Chriſtian, and that the paſtoral {ceve 
lies on the Britiſh plains, as long as I leave you to wan- 
der at your leiſure in the vale of Tempe, or follow your 


fleecy charge on the fair Arcadian paſtures, Adler, 


nds „ KosaAlLINx DA. 
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A PAST ORAL. 
HENRY AND LUCY. 
, 1 
UCY, while reſling in this verdant ſhade, 
= By power Divine thus elegantly made, 


Say, can'ſt thou envy pomp and regal rooms, 


Gay with the luxury of Perſian looms? — 
Or painted roofs, whoſe beauty would entice 
The thoughts through all the fabled joys of vice ? 
Fabled, indeed! true joys it cannot boaſt, 
Since pleaſure flies when innocence is loſt. 
Remorle, deſpair, and ev'ry cruel gueſt, 
Become the 1nmates of the guilty breaſt. 
; =: 
How ſpotleſs, Henry, is thy well-turn'd mind, 
Averlc to ill, to follow good inclin'd! | 
With thee converſing, ev'ry day I learn 


| New charms in ſacred virtue to diſcern, 


And, emulous of thee, with joy purſue 
That goodneſs I admire and love in you. 
| HENRY. | 
Thou need'ſt not learn of me; in nature's book 


Thou may'ſt on thy Creator's wiſdom look: 


And as the planets run their conſtant race, 
His glqrious footſteps in their order trace. 

He bids the ſun in all its beauty riſe, | 

To blefs our ſoil, and gild the vaulted ſkies; 
And, by the word 6f his Aimighty pow'r, 
Ordains the moon to cheer the midnight hour; 
While {parkling ſtars in folemn order wait 


Upon her ſilent courſe to grace her ſtate, 


Nor in the ſkies alone his pow'r is ſeen; 
We view it in the grove, and flow'ry green; 


To imitate whoſe charms all art 1s faint : 


Tie role's glowing bluſh what hand can paint? 
Or equal the pale lily's ſnowy hue. | 


Or emulate the corn flow'r's gloſſy blue. 


HENRY. . 
Sure, Lucy, we, like the firſt pair are bleſt, 


_ While here, ſecure with innocence and reſt, 


Our happy hours on downy pinions fly ; 
When thus allilted by taith's ſtedfaſt cye, 


4 ; 


Upon 


& 6 
r 


I 3 


A „* 
= 


r 
: — 


2 


* 7777. > En tn F <-n nor qt - : 
E. CHA We - . —— Fn 
n * 


P, wat 1 
w—_ br 6h, * 4 — * 
SSR - 
2 e 
n 8 ey 
3 ba . 7. N "ot 4 
$ NS Ws. » F 


X a3 A a Ln. — 5 * * 
. 
06454 2798 0, II nr a” R 5 


= — 


# 
q f 
4 3 
1 
' 4 
= 7. 
* . 
— 5 
ji $ 
9 
j 


4223 LETTERS MOR AI. 
Upon our Maker's works we Fumbly geze, 
And, for their roodne!s; tender him the praiſe, 
Thus, in the Patriarch's days, the Jewish ſwains, 
Who fed their flocks on Manre's fruitful plains, 
Worſhipp'd Jehovah in the woods and field, | 
And prais'd his name for all the fruit they vield - 
Implor'd his mercy to dice their ways, 
To guard their nights and ſanctify their days. 
But, ſee the evening ober the dewy lawn 
Already has her ſable curtain drawn; 
Homeward we'll go, and as we ſlowly walk, 
Beguile the tedious way with farther talk. 

LET-41 5-8 III. 
Frem the jame to Lady Sophia. 

MAD AM, 


HE day after I writ to you laſt, I carried Sat = 


home; where I left her, not thinking when wo 


parted, that we were to meet no more in this Work; ” | 
but ſo it proved; ſhe languiſhed about three weeks, an. 


then without any fſtruggie, or convulſive pangs, gent!) 


_ reſigned het breath. 


With what impatience ſhe attended the happy period, 


the incloſed will inform you; ſhe writ it a tew dans | 
before ſhe died, and gave it in charge, to one of her 


friends, to deliver it ba me. 


Roſaliuda. 
DEAR LADY Ry. 


MY ſands are now running low ; the ſprings off Tots 


- will ſoon ceaſe; the duſt is returning to its na- 


tive duſt, and the immortal part to its great Origin“ 


the happy day is dawning, which ſhall never be ade 
with ſucceeding night; ſome glimmerings ef celettia, 
glory break through the gloom, and fcatter the horrors 


of death; I hear from far the har ps of heaven 1 in loft 
| preludiums call me to the ſkies. 


I ſhall ſhortly mingle with the morning ſtars, and con- 


verſe with the firſt-born ſons of light; I ſhall enter thc 
_ bliſsful aſſembly, and be numbered among the glittering 
attendants of the empyrean courts ; the Supreme Exce!- 


lence ſhall unveil ittclf, and Tuiter me to gaze on un- 
create 


— 


. 
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created beauty; I ſhall feel the force, and breathe tie 
raptures of immortal love; the ſmiling moments crown- 
ed with joy and ever-blooming life, mult now begin 
their everlaſting round. 

The ſtormy ocean is paſt; the ſhort fatigne ful Aled : 
the peaceful haven is in view: I am jutt letting my 


foot on the bliſsful coaſt, the charming land of love; the 
aromatic breezes already meet me from the fragrant 2 5 | 


and cheer me in the laſt faintings of nature. 
Dear Lady Frances, adieu Fill now I never bid 
you a glad farewel}, nor parted without reluctance: but 


we ſhall meet in more ſerene climates; we all meet in 
the fulneſs of joy, in the elevations of glory. Mine in- 


deed, by the juſt degrees of recompence, will be a _ 
tion far below yours; my probation has been only th 


_ paſſive exerciſe of content and patience : but ſuch vir- 


tue as yours, which has triumphed over all the gay 
allurements of the world, ſhall meet a glorious diſtine- 


tion; the noble army of martyrs will receive you to 


their number, grace you with the radiant circlet aud 


victorious palm, and record your wonqueſt 1 in the annals 


of heaven. 
I ſpeak ths to animate vour virtue, to encourage you 
in the race of glory; I am now paſt flattery or depen- 


dence on the greateſt of mortals; but I feel the mon” 
tender concern for your happineſs, and ſhall carry th 


gentle impreſſion to the regions of exalted friendſhip, 
the native dominions of love, to which I am now go- 
ing. Once more, my dear Rolalinda, adieu!“ 

This letter came to me with the ſad tidings of her 


f . * . - Si 8 * . 
death: no language can deſcribe my grief in its juſt 


emphafis. You will give me leave to weep; and fym- 


paihii e with Hours, | ROSALINDA. 
LET AV. 
To Carlos. 


AS you was the confident of my unjuſt det) ign, in | 


viliting Philander at his country ſeat, you have 
realon to ſuſpect I ſhould inform you of the {acceſs of 
that adventure. | 0 N I had 
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I had a ſecret paſſion for Alpaſia before her marriage 
with this. noble youth, and flattered myſelf with ſom: 
hopes of finding her prepoſſeſſed in my tavour. 
Fou know how exceeding cautious and diſcreet 1 
have been in my pleaſures, and with what diſſimulation 
I have ſecured to myſelf the character of a man of ho- 
nour and ſobriety: by this advantage I found it eaſy to 
impoſe on my friend, whole goodneſs was real and un- 
affected, while his unblemiſhed integrity left him un- 
guard-d to all my artifice, | 

But I found it impoſſible to delude my Faber by my 
L virtues; his penetration {aw through that dit. 


Sutle, by which I had eſcaped the public cenfurs; nor 


could any thing have been more deteſtable to his open 
temper, than che affectation and hypocriſy of mine. 
After he had traced one of my moſt criminal intrigues, 
and found me unreclaimed by his tendereſt admoni- 
tions, he reſolved to diſinherit me, and ſettle his eftate 


on my younger brother, who is really poſſeſſed ot all 


theſe good qualities to which, with a vain oſtentation, 
I have only pretended. 


My brother, perceiving my father's diſguſt, and the 


intention. he had to make him his heir, with an une- 


_ qualled generoſity gave me intelligence of the threat. 
ened misfortune, defiring me to employ ſome friend to 


diſſuade my father from his ſevere proceeding. _ 
This news came to me while I was detained a wil- 
ling gueſt by Piilander at his country-ſeat: I dilco- 
vered the affair to him, who immediately offered to at- 
_ tempt a reconciliation; I gladly accepted the kind in- 
tention, nor knew any perſon ſo likely to ſucceed. 
Philander proposed ſtaying two or three days with 
my father, in order to infinuate himſelf the more ſuc— 


celsfully: in the mean time, I found but too ea y ac- 


cels to the fair Afpaſia; and, by an artifice that de- 
lerves the blackeſt infamy, pr evailed with her to make 


a criminal Ka in a Pr wate garden belonging Si 


to the houſe. 
This was the ſecond day of her huſband's abſence; 
the 
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the happy hour (as I then thought it) arrived, when I 
was to attend my miftreis in a ſequeſtered arbour z 
but juſt as I was entering the walk that led to it, a 
footman came haſtily after me with a letter from Phi- 


lander, which brought me the welcome news of his 


ſucceſs with my father. The vaſt ſatisfaction he ex- 
preſſed for having procured this reconcthation, with 
the real concern tor my weltare, which appeared in 
every line, raited a ſenſe of honour in my foul: I read 
the letter again, and found my guilt aggravated by its 
bright reverſe; wy falſhood was heightened by the 
warmth and fidelity with which the generous man had 
purſued my intereſt; my crime ſtood before me in its 


moſt infamous view: but how to extricate my ieif irom 
this perplexity, I was intirely at a lots. 


To neglect an opportunity I had with ſuch ſolicitude 
obtained; to diſappoint a yielding beauty; to dare 


the effects of her contempt or reſentment, by acting 


contrary to all the gallant maxims of the world, was 
doing the utmoſt violence to a diſpoſition like mine. 
But then, to wrong my friend with an evidence of 


fidelity in my hand, where every tender line would re- 


proach ſuch villainy ; Alexander and Scipio (I told 


myſelf) would condemn me; with many an heroic Pa- 


gan, who, in the height of youthful defires, had con- 
quered the allurement$ of a guilty paſſion. ; 

It was happy for me, that ſome accident prevented 
Aſpaſia from following me ſo ſoon as ſhe deſigned, I 
was fo far from being impatient at her abſence, that 1 
bleſt every moment's delay, and was contriving to 
avoid the interview juſt as I faw her entering the garden. 

I had been unuſed to mental devotion ; and yet, in 
this dangerous moment, on which my perdition ſeemed 


to hang, 1 ſent a ſecret prayer to- Heaven tor aſſiſtance. 


Inſtead of flying to the charmer's embraces with the 


gaiety of a lover, I went forward with a flow rejuctant 


pace till we met, and then gave her my friend's letter. 

As ſoon as ſhe had read it, ſhe told me, I might be 
aſſured it ſpoke the language of his ſoul; and it is,“ 
8 VV U 2 e NON 
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I had a ſecret pailion for Aſpaſia before her marri 
with this. noble youth, and flattered myſelf with 5 
hopes of finding her prepoſſeſſed in my favour. 

You know how exceeding cautious and diſcreet [ 
have been in my pleatures, and with what diſſimulation 
I have ſecured to myſelf the character of a man of ho- 
nour and ſobriety; by this advantage I found it eaſy to 
impoſe on my friend, whole goodneſs was real and un. 


affected, while his unblemiſhed integrity left him un- 


guardcd to all my artifice, 


But I found it impoſſible to delude my father by my 
| Lee virtues; his penetration ſaw through that diſ. 


guile, by which I had eſcaped the public cenſure; nor 
could any thing have been more deteſtable to his open 
temper, than che affectation and hypocriſy of mine. 
After he had traced one of my moſt criminal intrigues, 

and found me unreclaimed by his tendereſt admoni- 
tions, he reſolved to diſinherit me, and ſettle his eſtate 


on my younger brother, who is really poſſeſſed of all 
theſe good qualities to which, with a vain oſtentation, 
I haveonly pretended. 


My brother, perceiving my father's diſguſt, and the 


| Intention-he had to make him his heir, with an une- 
_qualled generoſity gave me intelligence of the threat. 
_ ened misfortune, deſiring me to employ ſome friend to 
diſſuade my father from his ſevere proceeding. 


This news came to me while I was detained a . 


ling gueſt by Plander at his country-leat : I diico- 


vered the affair to him, who immediately offered to at- 


tempt a reconciliation; I gladly accepted the kind in- 
tention, nor knew any perſon ſo likely to ſucceed. 
Philander propoſed ſtaying two or three days with 


my father, in order to inſinuate him{telt the more ſuc- 
celsfully: in the mean time, I found but too ea y ac- 
cels to the fair Afpaſia; and, by an artifice that de- 
ſerves the blackeſt intamy, prevailed with her to make 
a criminal. appointment ina private garden belonging 


to the houle. 


This was the ſecond day ot her huſband's abſence ; 
. 
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the happy hour (as I then thought it) arrived, when 1 


was to attend my miſtrels in a ſequeſtered arbour: 


but juſt as I was entering the walk that led to it, a 
footman came haſtily after me with a letter from Phi- 
lander, which brought me the welcome news of his 
ſucceſs with my father. The vaſt ſatisfaction he ex- 
preſſed for having procured this reconctliation, with 
the real concern tor my weltare, which appeared in 
every line, raited a ſenſe of honour in my ſoul: I read. 
the letter again, and found my guilt aggravated by 1ts 
bright reverſe; my falſhood was heightened by the 
warmth and fidelity with which the generous man had 


purſued my intereſt; my crime ſtood before me in its 


moſt infamous view: but how to extricate myicit from 
this perplexity, I was intirely at a lots. re 

Io negle& an opportunity I had with ſuch ſolicitude 
obtained; to diſappoint a yielding beauty; to dare 
the effects of her contempt or reſentment, by acting 
contrary to all the gallant maxims of the world, was 
doing the utmoſt violence to a diſpoſition like mine. 
But then, to wrong my friend with an evidence of 


fidelity in my hand, where every tender line would re- 


proach ſuch villainy; Alexander and Scipio (J told 
myſelf) would condemn me; with many an heroic Pa- 
gan, who, in the height of youthful defires, had con- 
quered the allurements$ of a guilty pation. : 
It was happy for me, that ſome accident prevented 
Aſpaſia from following me ſo ſoon as ſhe deligned, I 
was fo far from being impatient at her abſence, that J 
bleſt every moment's delay, and was contriving to 


avoid the interview juſt as I ſaw her entering the garden. 


I had been unuſed to mental devotion ; and yet, in 
this dangerous moment, on which my perdition feemed 
to hang, 1 ſent a ſecret prayer to. Heaven tor aſſiſtance. 


Inſtead of flying to the charmer's embraces with the. 


gaiety of a lover, I went forward with a ſlow rejuant _ 

pace till we met, and then gave her my friend's letter. 

As ſoon as ſhe had read it, ſhe told me, I might be 

aflured it ſpoke the language of his ſoul; and it is," 
| 3))%»ͤ added 
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added ſhe, © to the advantageous light in which he haz 
{-t your character, it is entirely to that you are obliged 
for the favourable opinion I have of you.“ 

© Is it, indeed, to this generous man,* I replied, 


© that I am indebted tor the ſhare J have in your e. 


teem ? And can I return ſuch goodneſs with the vileſt 
ingratitude!'—Here I pauſed, {till keeping a reſpectiul 
diſtance. 


Aſpaſia, with her eyes fixed on the ground, ſtood in 
a ſilent contuſion ; but, in this mute interval, imagine, | 


if you can, what muſt be the conflict of my ſoul! I 
had {poke my laſt, an eternal ſilence muſt certainly have 


enjued, if the gentle Aſpaſia, perceiving my dittrets, had | 


not put me out of my pain for an apology. 


© I ſee,” (aid ſhe, © the diſorder you are in: this re- 


treat of honour ought to have been mine: I ſincerely 
with it had been ſo: however you have led me the way, 
and I owe my recovery to your prudence, 

It was my importunity, Madam, ' replied I, © that 
dre” you into this criminal engagement; for which ! 
am going to inflict on myſelf the ſevere penalty of lec- 

ing you no more.” 

« This was what J was juſt wholving,” itGwered the 
fair penitent, © but you have gone before me in every 
ſtep of virtue: we muſt indeed meet no more; ſome? 
diſorder I feel gives me a pretence to retire immediately 


to my chamber; and you may leave this place early in 


the morning, with a proper excuſe for not ſeeing me.” 
She was ſeated under a ſhade of jeſſamine, and ap- 
peared charming as the Queen of love. My philoſophy 


began to ſtagger, when ſhe haſtily roſe, and left me in 


an agony of mind, which no words can expreſs. 

However, I had {o much command of mylelf, as not 
to follow her: my reaſon exerted all its powers; the 
Divinity within ſpoke with a commanding force, and 
bid the wild tempeſtuous paſſions be ſtill, My foul 
obeyed the ſacred dictates, while truth and friendſhip 
took full poſſeſſion of my breaſt. 


I haſted AY: the next morning from this dangerous 


place; 
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place; and I muſt own to you, this action has given 
me a pleaſure in reflection, ſuperior to all the gratifica- 


tions of ſenſe. Yours, &c. ; AL.CanDun. 


L ET TER--V: 
To Carlos: from the ſame. 


| AFTER» ok {everett miller on my conduct, I hope 


you will pardon me for being a rcaſonable creature, 
and not inſiſt on my making an avology, for following 
the dictates of honour and gratitude. 4o your cooler 
thoughts, virtue may not, perhaps, appear ſo trivial 


and funtaſtic a thing; in your ſplenetic intervals, falſ- 


hood and treachery will pr obably loſe their charms, 


and put on an aſpect of horror and deformity; when 
the ſagacity of youth is paſt, and a few years have im- 


paired your underftanding, you may grow tuperſtitious, 


and be Hhimſical enough to fancy friendſh! ip and truth 


are words of the moſt ſacred importance; ſince it is not 


impoſſible for you to fall into ſuch errors yourſelf, you 
ought to pals a charitable cenſure on my pi inciples and 


pr actice, however different from ar Own. 
I have, ventured to fend you this carele!s tranſlation 


of Taſſo's Enchanted Foreſt. This beautiful fiction 
ſeems contrived to arm the ſou] with a noble retciution 


in whatever occurrence its virtues are calle into action. 
R:naldo's inflexibility, J hope, will keep me a little in 
countenance, though I have not the vanity to run a 
parallel between the young hero's exploits and mine. 
Dear Carlos, adieu! B- offured I ain too much your 
triend to leave ny method. untried tor your reforma- 
tion, ALCANDER, 


THE ENCHANTED FOREST, 
e from Taſ}os Feruſe lem, Book XVIII. ] | 
'HE dawning light ſcarce hover'd in the Eaſt, 

When young Rinaldo left his wonted reſt ; 
Completely arm'd in all his martial pride, 


A coltly ſcarf was 0'er his ſhoulders ty'd; | 
VP 3 | Vaſeen 
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Uaſcen he paſs'd along each ſilent tent, 

And onward to the dreadful foreſt went. 
*Twas now the ſeaſon when the ling'ring night 
Diſputes her empire with the riſing light ; ; 

A roſy bluſh here paints the doubtful morn, 


There glimm'ring ſtars th uncertain ſhades adorn: : 


This ſcene the thoughtful hero entertain'd, 
As on the ſteep of Olivet he gain'd ; | 
The dawning Juſtre, and declining night, 
With various beauties entertain his fight : 
© Ye num'rous flaming lamps above,“ he cries, 
* Which deck the lofty temple of the ſkies! 


Thou ſun, whoſe face a golden ſplendour wears! 


Thou hlver moon, and all ye ſparkling ſtars! 
What trifles to your glories are preferr'd! 
How little we celeſtial things regard! 

A ſparkling glance, the light'ning of a ſmile, 
Of heav'n itſelf our ealy hearts beguile.“ 

Thus reas'ning, he the ſacred hill aſcends, 
And humbly there with decent rev'rence bends; 
Adoring, to the Eaſt, he turns his eyes, 

H:s thoughts unbounded reach the inmoſt ſkies. 
Meanwhile the morn in golden veſtments roſe, 
Her viſage with a bright vermilion glows; 
New beams Rinaldo's creſt and armour gild, 
Which dart their luſtre o'er the verdant field; 
Refreſhing breezes round him gently play, 
And balmy odours on their wings convey 
While trom her lap Aurora on his head 
A cloud of pure celeſtial dews does ſhed ; 
Dipt in th' ethereal miſt, a lucid white 
His robes diſplay, and ſtream with ſilver light: 
Such when the morning's chearful rays appear, 
Such lively looks the op'ning bloſſoms wear; 
So looks, renew'd in all its glitt'ring pride, 
The ſerpent, when he caſts his age aſide, 
The knight ſtill to the wood his way purk'd, 
Nor any horror in its proſpect view'd ; 
| The fatal foreſt, whence with ſudden dread 
The braveſt ſoldiers of the camp had fled, 
Appears to him a kind inviting ſhade, 
Advancing on, a ſoft melodious ſound 
_ Fills all the fair enchanted grove around; 


. 
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The noiſe of murm'ring currents rolling by, 
With ſighing winds, which thro” the branches {ly ; 
The ſwan in dying melancholy trains 
In concert with the nightingale complains; _ 
The organ, harp, and human voice, are found 
Mingling their notes in one harmonious found, 
While from above, as others had before, | 
The youth expects to hear loud thunders roar ; 
Inſtead of theſe, the longs of Syrens finds, 
The chant of birds with warbling waves and winds. 
Amaz'd, he now his haſty ſteps fulpends, 
And forward now with cautious paces bends; 
No obſtacles his pallage yet withitood, | 
Beſides an ample, ſmooth, tranſparent flood, 
From whence a thouſand riv'lets break away, 
Which thro' the ſhades in wanton windings ltray; 
Their banks were with luxuriant verdure crown'd, 
And painted flow'rs adorn'd the {miling ground. 
Rinaldo paus'd, when inſtantly appear'd 
A ſtately bridge on golden arches rear'd, 
Preſenting croſs the fiream a ſpacious way, 
Which he undaunted paſs'd without delay; 
Nor ſooner touch'd the river's diſtant brinks, 
But down the viſionary ſtructure ſinks ; 
And what before in gentle waves roll'd by, 
A torrent ſwells, and lifts its billows high: 
No bounds the ſudden inundation knows, 
Riſing like floods increas'd by mehing ſngws, 
The hero fearicfs ſtill his courſe purſues, 
And whereſoc'er he turns, freſh wonders views; 
For whereſoc'er he turns, a ſudden ſpring 
Appears, and blooming flow'rs their odours bring; 
The lily courts him, and the fragrant roſe 
At his approach with brighter crimſon glows; 
Their cryſtal arms the bubbling ſprings diſplay, 
And living fountains open in his way; | 
The branchy trees their verdant pride renew, 
From ev'ry leaf diſtils ambroſial dew; | 
The waters, winds, and tuneful birds again, | 
Join'd with the voice and lute, begin their ſoothing ſtrain ; 
Nor yet appears to whom the melting ſong, 
The human voice, and charming lue belong. 
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Suſpended he remains, and ſcarce believes 

His waking thoughts, or what his ſenſe perceives; 
When iluing from the foreſt's lofty ſhade, 

He finds an ample plain before him ſpread; 
A wond'rous mvrtle in the midſt appear'd ; 

Aloft in air its ſtately head was rear'd ; 

Its height the palm and cypreſs far ſurpaſt, 

And all beneath a cloſer ſhadow caſt; | 

Around the leafy arms extended wide, 

It tow'ring ſtood, of all the grove the pride; 

On the prodigious plant he fix'd his eyes, 

Till more prodigious things bis mind ſurprize. 

A pregnant oak with ſudden rupture parts, 

While from its trunk a blooming virgin ſtatts; 
Numbers like her their hollow priſons rend, 

And on the plain in ſhining robes deſcend. 

So dreſt, the graceful Cynthia haunts the groves; 
Such are her nymphs, and ſuch the goddeſs moves. 
Their folding veſts above the knee were ty'd, 
Their ſlender legs the ſilken buſkins hide; 
Their ſnowy arms were bare; their locks behind | 
Diſhevell'd hung, and wanton in the wind: 

Like theſe appear the beauteous ſylvan race, 

When o'er the lawns the flying prey they trace; 

No bows indeed they held, nor quivers wore, 

But warbling lutes in their fair hands they bore 
A circle round the wond'ring knight they made, 

And danc'd in artful meaſures as they play'd. 

Hail, lovely youth * they ſung, our lady's care! 

For thee theſe ſoft receſſes we prepare; 
For thee ſhe fondly languiſhes all day, 
And waſtes her life in reſtleſs fires away; | 
Theſe groves thy abſence lately ſeemed to mourn, 
But all look friſh and gay at thy return.“ 
While with theſe melting ſtrains they charm his cars, 0 
A ſweeter voice he from the myrtle hears, 4 
And iſſuing thence a lovelier nymph appears, — 5 
If antient times, with pious awe inſpir'd, | 
Silenus in his antick form admir'd, 
What had the ſuperſtitious dotage been, 
The mad effect of this ſurpriſing ſcene! 
Her ſhape was human, but a heav'nly grace, 
And beauty all Giving, adorn'd her face. 
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With doubtful eyes Rinaldo views the fair, 
And ſoon recalls Armida's tempting air; 
Then with a ſoft alluring penſive look, 5 
Which meant a thouſand tender things, ſhe ſpoke. 

Art thou return'd, the cauſe of all my pain ? 
Do I behold theſe fatal eyes again ? 8 
Doſt thou, at laſt, ungratetul man ! rclent, 
And pity my fond youth in forrow ſpent? 

Or as an enemy purſue me here ? | 
For this thy arms and threat'ning looks declare; 
But I no enemy, no traitor fear'd, | - 
When o'er the flood the golden bridge I rear'd; 
When gaudy flow'rs along thy path were ſtrow'd, 
And living ſprings to entertain thee flow'd.” 
Approaching nearer then, ſhe ſoftly cries, 
Remove this envious helmet's vain diſguiſe, 

And let me view again thoſe charming eyes.” 

With that a moving tear ſhe fondly ſhed, 
While from her checks the haſty bluſhes fled; 
Then ſigh'd, and downward caſt her lovely eyes; 

And ſoft complaints, and kind reproaches tries. 
Her words the coldeſt adamant would move, 

And melt the moſt obdurate heart to love. 
The youthful hero feels the kindling fires, 

| ; And timely from his dang'rous foe retires; 

Again he ſcorns her wiles, and fiercely drew 

His ſhining ſword, and at the myrtle flew. 

Arx mida runs before with eager haſte, 
Then twining round her darling plant embrac'd 
Oh ſtay? ſhe cries, * liay thy inhuman hand, 
Or let thy weapon in my breaſt be ſtain'd.“ 
Unmov'd and deaf to all her pray'rs he ſtood, 
And lifts his ſword to hew the fatal wood. 


— Ref 


| T' enchantreſs ſoon another method tries, WS 2 
And as in dreams uncouth chimeras riſe, » 

She ſtalks a monſtrous bulk before his eyes; 

= 


A duſky gloom her changing face o'erſpread; 
Vaniſhed the ſnowy white, and youthſul red; 
; Then like Briarcus, with his hundred hands, 
A mighty giant in his view the ſtands; 
And fifty flaming ſwords at once ſhe wields, 
And ſhakes aloft as many blazing ſhiclds; 8 
Ma | En, ENS Her 
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Her nymphs appear like horrid Cyclops arm'd, 5 1 bu 


But nothing his undaunted heart alarm'd. e 
The martial youth his ſounding ſtrokes renew'd, J hum: 
While nollow g-oans the founding ſtrokes enſu'd; | a2&Gec 
Stupendous terrors fill'd the darken'd place, | my 
Reſembling now the black infernal ſpace; ſupii 
Thunder'd the louring heav'ns with dreadful ſound, „acki 
Echo'd in ſubterranean vaults the ground; 8 Ta ſpiri 
Trembled the earth, lighten'd the flaſhing ſkies, ther 
While warring winds from every quarter riſe, | - for 
Rinaldo ſtands the raging tempeſt's frown, Ro 
Till one fierce ſtroke fells the tall myrtle down ; 1 
Th' enchantment ends, the phantoms diſappear, 1 Ma 
The ſtorms were huſh'd, the heav'ns ſerenely clear. nn 
LETTER VI. „32ů5„ 
| To Albanus. = 4 
OU ſeem at preſent ſuſpended between virtue and = 
| vice; your mind is in ſuch a myſterious fituation, I du 
that it is not ealy to determine to what claſs you be. thi 
long: one can hardly call yon a faint, the flattery L 
would be too apparent; and yet it would be a litik Gy 
uncharitable to put you in the oppoſite rank, whe | ne 
pour own modelty has placed you: but my butinets is _ 
not to Utiſpute what you are, but to give you the in- 
formation you defire, and from my own experience to 2 
reſolve on which tide the advantage of pleaſure falls. h 
You imagine I have acted in both the characters of 4 
ſaint and ſinner, and tried the extremes of virtue and 8 
vice: in the laſt I am too much experienced; but this E 
makes me more capable of paſſing a cenſure ; for | £ 
was a ſort of philoſophic libertine, and purſued pleature | , 
for the ſake of demonſtration ; I pauſed, I reaſoned, I We 
made critical reflections on every enjoyment z TI pro- | 
poſed fomeihing beyond gratifying a low and ſenſual | 


inclination; mine was a deliberate ſearch after happi- 
neſs; while the method was wrong, my end was right; F 
but every guilty experiment brought its own conviction, , 
and left me reſtleſs and diſappointed. . 4 
Sometimes I exclaimed in proſe, ſometimes in verſe; 

_ FT I bur- 
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I T burleſqued the vanities of life, and the weakneſs of 


human nature; I turned moraliſt; looked grave, and 
a cted ſoberly; but this was a ſituation too cold for 
my temper, it was neither ſleeping nor waking; this 


ſupine indolence was but a poor exchange for the jovial 
activities I had reſigned, nor could I affent to that 


 ſpiritlels maxim, that artue was its own reward, if 


there was no future expectation: Let us eat and drink, 
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' for to-morrow awe die, appeared to me a much more 


rational concluſion. | 5 . 
However, this deliberation, this pavſe, this moral 
eſſay and reſtraint of my paſſions, was the firſt ſtep 1 


made towards real happineſs: in the abſence of fentual 


amuſements, my thoughts found leifure for a nobler 
application; my ſoul grew familiar with ittelf, and 
fought acquaintance with intellectual beings; diſtreſſed 
with the viciſſitude of mortal things, itt raced back its 
own divine original, and claimed paternal refuge from 
the great Spring of all exiſtence; I felt the attraction 
ſtrong as the bands of nature; that felicity I had blindly 
ſought, the unknown God I had ignorantly worſhipped, 


now revealed himſelf to me, as the ſovereign good, and 


my peculiar bliſs. „„ | 3 

How an almighty Agent acts, no language of men 
can deſcribe; but I felt the ſacred influence, I heard the 
heavenly found, the foft melodious voice, calling me 
away from earthly vanities; while a ray of celeſtial 


beauty, ſparkling on my ſoul, eclipſed the glories of the 


world, and darkened all the pride of nature; the miſts 
of ignorance-and error vaniſhed before the divine illu— 


mination, which, with a pleaſing evidence, ' compelled 


my afſent to the glorious truths it propoſed ; my ap- 
probenſions were enlarged, and a ſanctity of diſpoſition 
ntuled; thote heights of virtue, which I once thought 
impracticable, now appeared ealy, and attended with 
incifable delight, ſuch as gave me ſome delicious preli- 


bations _ 


Of thoſe immortal banquets, thoſe rich draughts 
Of vital pleaſure, which my thirſty Sou! 
Shall drink for ever innxͤ T? e 
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Theſe are no fantaſtic deluſions, but real and divine 
enjoyments, ſuch as enjarge the mind, and give it a 


nobler diſpoſition; while, conſcious of its own gran: 
deur, it reſts in nothing below boundleſs and immortal 


felicity. 


This is what you ſeem anxiouſly to enquire after: 


how happy ſhall I be, if my experience can direct you 
in ſuch an important ſearch! You will excule the lend. 
ing you theſe negligent lines on a ſubject (o ſuper lor to 


ay genius. 
ON HAPPINESS, 
WW HATEVER difPrent paths mankind purſue, 
On, Happinels. 'tis thee we keep in view! 
'Tis thee in ev ry action we intend, 
The nobleſt motive, and ſuperjor end! 
Thou dof the ſcarcely-finiſh'd ſoul incline z 
It's firſt defire, and conſcious thought, is thine ; 
Our infant breaſts are {way'd by thee alone, 
When pride and jealouſy are yet unknown. 
Thro' life's obſcure and wild variety, 
Our ſtedfaſt wiſhes never ſtart from thee: 
Thou art of all our waking thoughts the theme, 
We court thee too in ev'ry nightly dream; 
Th' immortal flame with equal ardour glows, 
Nor one ſhort moment's intermiſhon knows: 
Whether to courts or temples we repair. 
With reſtleſs zeal we ſearch thee ev'ry where; 
Whether the roads that to perdition lead, 
Or thoſe which guide us to the ſtars, we wed; 
Thine is the hope, th' ineſtimable prize, | 
The glorious mark on which we fix our eyes! 
Thy charms th' enamour'd libertine entice, 
Thro? all the wild deſtructive paths of vice; 
Th' advent'rous man refines on fin, and makes 
In ſearch of thee, to hell new-beaten tracks; 
Enchanting pleaſure dances in his fight, 
And tempts him forward by a treach'rous light; _ 
But while thy flat ring ſmiles his thoughts inflame, 
Thou prov'ſt to him a mere fantaſtic name, 
A fair deluſion, and a pleaſing cheat, 
A gaudy viſion, and a loft deceit; 


* | . Which 


0 „„ T ed He 


vine 
it 4 
ran. 
ortal 


ter a 


you 


end. 


r t 


* 
2 
— Co 


AND ENTERTAINING _ 241 
Which while the wretch purſues with cager pace, t 
And ſcems to overtake thee in the race, | 
An airy phantom mocks his cloſe embrace | 
His arms in vain the ſportive ſhade would fold; 
Still, like à gliding ghoſt, it flips his fondelt hold, 
The diſappointment heightens yet his rage, 
And tempts him with freſh ardour to engage; 
Succeſsicis, but unwearied in the {trife ; 
He till purſucs thee to the verge of life; 
With life compell'd his dotage to reſign, 
The laſt deſpairing ſigh he breathes is thine. 
The pious man directs his vows to thee, 
And proves thy moit pathetic votary. 
Virtue itſelf, ev'n virtue he regards, 
But as thy favour the fatigue rewards ; 
To ſilent ſhades, and ſolitude obſcure, h 
Far from the world thou doſt his ſteps allure; 
But there he lives retit'd, a glorious epicuie, 
And gladly quits the flecting joys of lenſe 
In ſearch of bliſs more laſting and intenſe; 
Not ſuch as the fond lover's heart beguiles, 
When without art bis yielding miſtrels ſmiles ; 
Not ſuch as fils the youthful hero's mind, 
When wreaths of victory his temples bind: 
His thoughts a nobler luxury would prove, 
Such as tif bleis'd immortals know above; 
A ſpark divine like theirs his brealt inflames, 
Enjoyments all divine like theirs he claims, 
Licentious and unbounded in his aims. 
To pleaſure's facred ſpring his foul aſpires, 
There only hopes to quench his infinite deſires, 
Not envious hell the paſſion can ſupprels, 
Fir'd by thy name, alluring Happineſs! 
Undaunted he maintains the generous ſtrife, 
Aud ſtruggles for thee to the cloſe of life; 
Then joytul claſps thee in his dying arms, 
And yields his breath, poſſeſs'd of all thy charms. 
This is the concluſion, to which I ftand, after the 


exacteſt trial of ſenſual and intellectual plenſures; with- 
out heſitation I give my voice on the fide of virtue, 
and this is the gayeſt period of my lite, unruffled with 
adverſity or diſappointment, in the affluence of fortune, 


and 
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and the Juxury of youth, with a mind capacious of 
bliſs, and panting after happineſs, 

In this ſituation you cannot object againſt the ſev-- 
ritv of my temper: however, as few perſons care to b. 
wife at other people's expence, J cannot expect, char 
without any further trial, you will acquicice in tlie 
Jud gment of 125 moſt humble Is 


LETTER VII. 
To Lucius. 


1 Was you that propoſed this ſubjeg LO my muſe, 


but I have hardly the vanity to hope the perform 
ance will pleaſe a judgment ſo exact as yours, How. 
ever, it is entirely ſubmitted to your ceniure, by your 
moft bumble ſervant. LiINDAMOR. 


A POEM ON LOVE. 


ASSIST my doubtful muſe, propitious Love, 
Let all my ſoul the ſacred impulſe prove 
For thine's a holy unpolluted flame, 
Howe'er the hbertine profanes thy name; 
Howe'er, with impious cant, hypocriſy 
And ſenſeleſs ſuperitition blemiſh thee : 
The pure reſult of ſober reaſon thou; 
Thy laws the ſtricteſt honour mult allow; 
Thy laws each vicious thought controul ; 
From thee devotion takes its flaming wings, 
Thou giv'ſt the nobleſt motion to the ſoul, 
And govern'ſt all its ſprings. 
To great attempts thou gen'rous minds doſt move, 
And only ſuch are privileg'd to love; 
Th' heroic race, the brighteſt names of old, 
Were all thy glorious votaries enroll'd. 


Without thee, human life 
A tedious round of circling cares would be, 
A curs'd fatigue, continual ſtrife, 
And tireſome vanity, 
Thy charms our reitleſs grief controul, 
And calm the ſtormy motions of the ſoul; 
Before thee pride and enmity, 
With all infernel paſſions, ly; 


| f 
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| And could'ſt thou in the realms below 
But once Giſplay thy beauteous face, 
The damn'd a ihort redreſs might know, 
And ev'ry terror fly the place. 
From thce one bright unclouded ſmile 
Would all the torments there beguile 
Thy imites th' eternal tempeits could aſſuage, 
And make the damn'd forget their rage; 
The telph'rous waves would ceaſe to roar, 
And calmly guide along the filent ſhore. 


Had Orpheus (as 'tis ſabled) thro' the ground 
778 10 hell the gloomy paflage found, 
þ 1 warb! ung voice, his melting bs, | 
Tor artiul touches on the trembling ſt ring, 
Had ne'cr obtain'd his bold deſire, | 
Nor charm'd the furies with their ſullen King: 


ut Love, his tender theme, had Love been nam'd, 
That potcat found alone had all their malice tam'd. 


On thee the graces and delight attend, 
On thy propitious influence 
Our gayeſt hours depend; 
Whatever charms the ſoul or ſenſe, | 
Beauty and ſacred harnfony, 
Accomplit th'd Love! belongs to thee. 


AE) ie 6. 
110 The unis L097 ig graces 8 Strephen OWCS, 4, 
is alt iddas, and expreſſions fit; 


* By 


To wee Cieora owes that ſprightly wit, 
Which from her lips in eaſy language flows. 
The mutce.creation owns thy (Ways 
And things inanimate thy laws obe 
At thy command the firſt confuſion cd; 
Chaos and wild diforder were appeas'd ; 
Diicor d and fierce antipat hy grew mild, 
The g!eams of light thro? yielding darkneſs fail 951 
And warring elements wee reconcit'd. 
N acre Wop zun a ſteady courte, 
Govern'd by ce N charms, and ſy mpathetic force, 


But in the bliſsful ſkies alone | 
Alunghty Love! thy pow 'r 1s fully known ; 
There they view thy charming face, 
Painted with endlets ſiniles, and ever-blooming grace, 
X 2 = Thy 
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Thy gentle torch burns there for ever bright, 
And ſcatters round a mild propitious light, H 
All feel its pleaſing influence, | 4 F: 07 
While pure deſires thy golden ſhafts diſpenſe. | 


Th' immortal lovers, crown'd with flagrant flow' * * 
In roſy ſhades, and bliſsful bow'rs, : | 
Lo thee devote their happy hours, by 
While active joys, too noble for diſguiſe, | 
And vital pleaſures, ſparkle in their . gms 
To thee alone, great Love, their heav'n they owe, | be [ 
The boundleſs ſource whence all their bleſſings flow. 18 0 
Thy ſacred flame g for 
Does ev*ry heav'nly breaſt inſpire, _ — 
And wie the ſtrings of each celeſtial lyre; 1 ] 
In flow'ry vales, to ev 'ry bliſsful {tream, | fall 
Wi:h melting notes, they celebrate thy name; 1 wh 
Backward they roll the long extent | the 
Of ages infinite, and ſing thy great deſcent, — | | ma 
No fabled Venus gave thee birth _ pri 
At Cyprus; vet the goddeſs was not nam'd. .-m ed 
Nor at Idalia, nor at Paphos fam'd: _ : ? gie 


Nor yet was feign'd from foaming ſeas to riſe | age 
For yet no ſeas appear'd, or fountains flow'd, | kn 
Nor yet, diſtinguiſh'd in the ſkies, | 


Her radiant planet glow'd. | be 
But thou waſt long ere motion ſprung its race, | 8 
Ere Chaos and immeaſurable ſpace _ | Gor 
Reſign'd their uſeleſs rights to clemental place; 'F 0 | * 
Before the ſparkling lamps on hig . 
Were kindl'd up, and hung around the as : - Þ 5 
Before the ſun led on the circling hours, 1 *t1 
Or vital ſeeds produc'd their ave pow'is; | Ars 
Before the firſt intelligences ſtrung * | WI 
Their Golden harps, and ſoft preludiums ſung | | | 
To Love, the mighty cauſe whence their exiſtence ſprung. | th 
Th' ineffable Divinity = th 
His own reſemblance meets in thee; | = 
By this thy glorious lineage thou doſt prove | 5 
Thy high deſcent; for God himſelf is Love, 15 hs: 
wi 
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LETTER VIII. 


F om Sylviana, giving an Account of her Manner / 


Life before her Marriage with ihe Earl f 
MADAM, | 


N curioſity is very obliging, in iefring to 3 


my manner of life, till I had the honour of being 
married to my Lord------ The account indeed wonld 
be perfectly inſignificant without that circumſtance; it 
is only my relation to him, that gives me a concern 
for the decorum and propriety of my conduct, in the 
high ſtation to which he has advanced me. 
I muſt own, that my crupulous diſſent from ſome 
faſhionable freedoms, makes my behaviour appear ſome- 


what ſingular and preciſe, among the gallant part of 


the world: but I hope, in this "general toleration, I 
may, with indemnity, be 2 Carittian, (though not a 


pride) at ſixteen. If this is an error, the prejudice of 
education mutt be my excuſe, which keeps me from 
giving my aſlent to many of the genteel maxims of the 
Age: nor will von be turprized. at my nicety, when you 
know by what precepis the early part of may lite has 


been governed. 


My father was a country clergyman, : a Fertan of ex. 
emplary picty, who, with a benefice of three hundred 
a year, treated his poor pariſhioners with great holpi- 


tality, and made a decent proviſion for his Own family, 


My mother was bred a diſſenter, and continued ſuch, _ 
*till either her eſteem for my father, or the force of his 
arguments, prevailed with her to join in communion 


with the national church. 5 
J was the eldeſt of three daughters, which were all 


the children they had; we were carefully inſtructed in 
the rules of juſtice and truth, and bred in the greateſt 


ſanctity of manners; no excuſe but ſickneſs ever de- 


_ tained us on Sundays from the public worthip ; nar 


were the intervals ſpent in any idle amuſements: the 


whole day was ſacred, and obſerved with juſt ſolemnity: 
through the reſt of the week, prayers were conſtantly 


X 3 | read 
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read morning and evening in the family; nor would 
my mother ever ſuffer cards or dancing in the houſe. 
My two ſiſters were the prettieſt demure things that 
ever were ſeen; they applied themſelves with great di— 
ligence to aſſiſt my mother in any of her domeſtic con- 
cerns: but my temper being more ſprightly, houte- 


wifery and plain-work were my averſon; reading was 


my prevailing attachment; and I had turned over 
every book in my father's library, except Latin and 
Greek ; but here was not one play or novel for my en- 
| tertainment ; however, I was ſupplied with amuſements 


of this kind by my Lady Worthy's youngeſt daugh- 


ter, who was our neighbour, and was pleaſed to ho- 
nour me with ſome degr ee of intimacy, But I peruſed 
theſe authors with great ſecreſy, and not without ſome 
inward remorſe, this fort of reading being againſt my 


father's ſevere mes and the pious rules I had 


been taught. 

This was my manner of life till I was fifteen, when 
a brother of my mother's, a Turkey merchant, died ; 
and having no child, left me twenty thouſand pounds, 
with only tome ſmall legacies fo my ſiſters. 
vince of fortune gave me ſome diſtinction with my 


Lady Worthy, who about the ſame time, had a fine 


tummer-houle painting; the ſtory was Diana hunting 
with her nymphs. 


that I might be drawn for one of the virgin train. 


Some time after this painting was finiſhed, my Lord 
—— came accidentally into theſe parts of the coun- 


try; and waiting on my Lady Worthy, as they were 
in the ſummer-houſe, he took particular notice, I 
know not why, of the nymph for whom I had fat to 
the painter. 


quiſtive, ordered a ſervant to call me to drink tea with 
them: I obeyed, without the leaſt ſuſpicion what was 
the motive of her command. 

I had hitherto looked on every mortal man with | 
equality and indifference ; nor found any thing to an- 
twer the delcription of PR heroes, and ee | 

eauss 


This ad- 


Her ladyſhip deſired my mother 


Her ladyſhip finding my Jord a little in- 


eee eee 
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beaus: but the moment I ſaw my lord, every grace, 


every charm, appeared real, which before had pleatel 
my imagination in agreeable fictions : the enchanting 
form, the fatal glance, the reſiſtleſs tmile, the gentle, 
the prevailing accent; Love, with his whole artillery, 


ſeemed to inivlf me, and never more intirely tubdued a. 


mind ſo artlets and unexperienced : however, to con- 


ceal my diſorder, I withdrew as ſoon as the company 


would permit, | OY. 
But how transformed was my foul from that guiltleſs 
calm I had till now enjoyed! The equality of my tem- 


per was broken, my thoughts had all a different turn; 


TI went to church, indeed, but ſaid my prayers as me- 


chanically as the clock ſtrikes; I joined in tinging the 
plalms, but with no more underitanding than the chimes 
repeat a tune to which they are ſet; not only the nrat 
world, but this, was effaced from my memory ; there 


were no flowers in the field, nor ſtars in the ky 3 mx 


whole attention was fixed on the lovely youth, his id-4 
was ſtill in view; or if any other object interrupted the 
plealing reverie, it was only to give me vexation: I wis 


angry with every mortal, for not looking io hanilune, 
nor talking ſo agreeably, as the charming man Ladin d. 


J was ſome tedious days in tulpenie, Whether my 
lord had one favourable thought of me; but my qouhts 


were agreeably ſatisfied, when I found he had dehred my 


Lady Worthy to procure my father's content, in order 


to make his addreſſes to me. My tather embraced tne. 


offer with a juſt ſ-yie of the honour that was done nim. 
For my part, I had never practiſed any diiguile, and 


was unacquainted with all forms, but ſuch as were tie 
dictates of nature and virtue; nor was it pofinle tor 


me to conceal the render inclination ; it was as vilible 


in my ſilence, as the moſt pathetic words could have 
made it. After I knew my lord's character, and was 


convinced of his affection for me, I had a fort of va- 


nity in owning a ſenſe of his merit: this, I thoughe, 
Juſtihed the height of my pathon; nor could I find any 
reaſon to violate my native ſincerity, and affect indiite- 


rence, 
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rence, where it would have been a crime to have been 
really inſenſible. 8 „„ 

My noble lover expreſſed ſome impatience to conclude 
the affair, which was done with great ſecreſy and expe- 
dition. He ſuffered but one ſervant to attend him; 
and was ſo obliging as to ſtay a month after our mar- 
riage in my father's family: the ſcenes of low lite were 
a diverting novelty to him, while love and innocence 
made the hours glide ſmoothly on. 
all paſtoral and romantic; the golden age ſeemed to be 
renewed with Ovid's OEN ONE: I could have wiſhed 
the noble youth diveſted of his hereditary honours, 
poſſeſſed only of a ſnowy flock, and graced with no 
diſtinction but that of the Lovely Sqvarr. 


Then unmoleſted we had liv'd, and free | 
From thoſe vexatious forms which greatneſs brings; 
While rocks and meadows, thades, and purling iprings. 
The flow*ry valley, and the gloomy grove, 

Had heard of no luperior name to Love. 


However I did not yet know the toils of grandeur, 


nor feel the effects of my ſplendid vaſlalage ; I lived 


my own way, dreſſed and undreſſed myſelf. My mo- 


ther, fince the advance of my fortune, had kept me in 
fine laced caps, and clean ſilk night-gowns; and, as I 
had plenty of flaxen hair falling into natural curls, my 
dreſs was eaſily adjuſted, and ſeemed to pleaſe my lord 
exceedingly, 


the Grand Monde, nor the part I was to act in it, 
J had never ſeen London; the Mall, Hyde park, 
the Drawing-Room, and Theatre, were leſs known to 
me than the planetary worlds. „„ 
In this ſtate of nature, of darkneſs, and original ſim- 
plicity, imagine to yourſelf what muſt be my per- 
plexity, when my lord carried me with him to make 


my firſt appearance in town, among the congratulations 


of his numerous friends! I found myſelf among a rank 


of people, to whole language, habits, and manners, 1 


This period was 


The little waiting on 1 had was by 
Cicely, my mother's head ſervant ; I had no notion of 
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was as WY a ſtrunger, as if I had been in a foreign 


country. | 

My Lord had defired a filter, who lived with hin, 
to procure every thing proper for me to appear with 
and the ſpared no cott in jewels, or whatever elle yanity 
itſelf could with; the had been ſolicitous in her choice 


ot a woman and chimbermaul for me, and they were 


really two of the fineſt people I had ever ſeen in mv life; 


my woman (being much older than mytelf) J looked on 


as my ſuperior, and could hardly torbear making an apo- 
logy for the trouble I gave her: J ſpoke to her m very 
gentle and ſubmiffive terms; nor was it poſt vie for me 
to get rid of the ſecret veneration, which the gravity of 
her countenance gave me: however, iy lively temper 
was apt to make ſome gay excurſions; when I was at 


firſt initiated into the myſteries of dreſs, I was not quite 


ſo ſerious, as the ſeem to think the 1 importance oh the: 
affair required. 
While my head was dreſſng; I was merely paſſive 


as long as Mrs. Dupin ſuffered me to hit re: ding; I left 
the ball on my ſhoulders to be adorned as ſhe thought fr; 
which, after two hours toil, I ſometimes found lwe'led 4 | 
| ſuch an enormous hze, with flowers, feathers, an bits 
_ of ribbon, that I could not help begging her t uce 
it to a dimenhon more agreeable to my ſhape, . i be- 
ing flender, did not ae a globe of that Mgnitade 


to adorn it. 

But I was genera ly more inclined to cry than laugh 
on this occahon : the hours thus ſpent were an intup- 
portable fatigue to me, nor could ] anſwer to my cen- 
ſcience for ſuch a vain expence of time; my being had 
a ſuperior end; I was formed jor immo ality, which 
grand concern Horb id me tpending more hours at the 
toilet than in my devotions: I had heen tau ght theſe an- 


tiquated maxims; and however ridiculous "they might 


appear in the gay moments of health, the approaches 


of death, I knew, would {et them in their full torce 


and unqueſtioned evidence. 
However, 1 had no er in dreſſing, but to pleat 


My 
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my lord; it was only with regard to him, I was con- 


deine fer the figure I made in public; the flattery 1 
1 5 | 


ar on my beauty, gave me more contuſion than joy ; 
could I account for the deſign of tho addreſles. 
{ very mnocently told a beau that followed me, that 
4s mere at which he burit into a loud laugh; 
* was ſome ſurprize to me to find him fo gay at the gil 


'avery of wh: at] thought would have ſunk him into de- 


min; J could not but wonder, that the man who had 
by 411 before been languiſhing and dying, ſhould be to 


_gvyeijoved, to find his pretentions loſt, and his caſe hope- | 


1.433 for I really thought he made love with an honett 
intention to marry me, only he had miſtaken my Cif- 
cumſtances. 

My next lover was the moſt intimate fr iend my lord 
nad ; the fine things he ſaid I took for raillery : indeed 
it appeared il] jeſting with ſuch a ſacred thing as friend- 
mip, and the honour of a tamily 3 3 however, I concealed 


his extravagance, and treated him with a coldneſs fo 


real and unaffected, that he ſoon recovered himſelf. 


But you may eaſily i imagine what a ſound theſe gallant 
propoſals mutt have to one ſo unacquainted with the 


modiſh world, and who had never heard thoſe vices 
named, but with terms of infamy and reproach. 
After this account of myſelf, you will not wonder to 


find me ſo little at eate in the hig h {tation to which I am 


raiſed : with what regret do I Jock back to the inglo- 
rious thades, the humble ſcenes of my paſt tranquillity ! 
TL was a ſtranger to ambition; but love ſedaced me from 
thoſe peaceful retreats, where my firſt happy days were 
ſpent; it is only my affection for my lord, that helps 
me to {upport this illuſtrious bondage, this !plendid mi- 
ſery: but as ſincerely as I love him, I cannot, without 
a ſigh, recall the harmleſs treedom, the unmoletted in- 
nocence, in which the carlieſt part of my lite was paſt , 
and am ſurprized to find myſelt the objed of molt peo- 
ple's envy, while, in reality I merit their compaſſion. I 
am without ceremony, Madam, Yours, &c. | 
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„ K- 1X. | 
To Myr; Aoi; 


| 1 HAVE been contemplating on the period of all 


man glory among the tombs in Weltminer- Abbe | 
here the moſt towering ambition finds its limits; n. 
ing Death has fixed the bounds; and e e n 


and, Here Jhall thy proud rays be flay ed: Yew: 
eſt boaſt is of mortal vanity yield to te bende | 
queror ; the glory of natwe, with all the accompull; 


Here, in one horrid ruin, lies 
The great, the fair, the young, the wiſe ; 
Th' ambitious king, whole boundleſs ntl 
Scarce to a world could be confin'd, 
Now, content with narrower room, 
Lies crouded in this marble tomb; 
Death triumphs o'er the boaſted late, 
The vain diſtinctions of the great 
Hee! in one common heap they lie, 
And, eloquent in ſilence, cy, 
6. nb; tim is but vanity !* 
And lee, this culptur'd tomb contains 
Of beauty the abhorr'd remains: | 
That face, which none unmov'd could view, 
Has loſt th' enchanting roſy hue; 
Thoſe once reſiſtleſs. ſpat rkling eyes 
No more can heedleſs hearts fiirpinze 
That form, which eve ry char c: 3 poalt, 
In loathſome rottennels is lot. 


See there the your h, Whole e chearty] blo oom 


Promis'datram of years to cone; HEE 
Whole ſoft addreſs, and gracefu! air, £ | | 
Had ſcarce 0btain'd the vie iding fair, | 4 


When fate derides th' exp: Le 1 joys, 
And) all his flattering ho; be del 9 
There ſleep the bards Whole lofty lays 
Have crown'd their names with alting praiſe; 
Who, though eternity they give, 
While heroes in their numbers live; 
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Yet theſe reſign their tuneful breath, 
And wit mult yield to mightier death. 
Ev'n I, the loweſt of the throng, | 
Unſkill' d in verſe, or artful long, 
Shall ſhortly ſhrowd my humble head, 
And mix with them among the dead. 


I am now reconciling myſelf to theſe gloomy abades z 
T would grow familiar, I would contract an intimacy 
with death, in order to meet the griſly phantom with. 
out conſternation. 

But what I am here contemplating i is only the dark 
hide of the prolpect, which. dilappears whenewer my 
thoughts turn to the bright reverte ; Death is then no 
more a meagre ſkeleton, toitowed with a train of ter- 
rors, but comes in an angel's form, with a gay retinue 
ot heavenly loves and graces; he comes the kind meſſen- 
ger of my liberty and happincſs, with a ſmiling a{pect, 
beckoning me away from theie Rory regions to the 
worlds ot unclouded light: the ſcenes of immortality 
are opened before me; the palm, the itarry crown, with 
all the bright rewards of virtue, appear in view. Oh, 
when will the happy period come, which ends this mor- 


tal tory! But my friendſhip for you ſhall outlive the 


date of this tranſitory exittence, and he the ſame, when 
J am no more, after the tormalities of this lower world, 


Jour pumble fervant,  THEOPHILUS, 
LETTER x. 
To Lady --------- ; from a Syiph. 


OU will find this letter on a bank of violets, where 


I have often the pleaſore to leat mylelt near you un- 


en and never fail of being entertained with that vi- 
vacity and innocent wit, that ſparkles i in your conver- 
ſation. However negligent you are of your inviſible ad- 
mirer, your earlieſt part of life has been my care: my 
fervices claim the pre-eminence of all my mortal rivals, 
and give me a right to make my pretenſions, before 
our heart admits an earthly paſſion. 

I have followed your earthly rambles over the 8 


lawns, 925 
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laws, guarded you on the verge of murmuring ſtreams, 


and ſcreened your beauty from the ſultry noon ; I have 
tanned you with my golden plumes, and breathed the 
fragrance of the ſpring about you; by me the mulic 
of the groves has been improved, while I have joined 
with the feathered chorus to divert yon; the nightin- 
gale for yon, has prolonged her melodious ftrain, and 
trom ſome flowery ſpray entertained you with her nightly 
{crenade. | | | | : 

Taeſe harmleſs gallantries, inſtead of moleſting, have 
have indulged your tranquility , tor mine is an aftec- 


tion ſuited to your guiltlets inclination, and coniiftent 


with the moſt refined virtue. Indeed, this is the ſupe- 
rior charm, the powerful attraction, that has gained 


you a celetiial lover; thoie divine graces, thoſe {park - 
lings of goodneis and generoſity, that ſacred impref- 


lion of virtue Heaven has ftamped on your ſoul, charm 
me beyond your lovely perſon; and yet I view your 


blooming beauty with delight, and find a guiltlets 


trantport in your ſmiles: I am captivated with thole 
looks of benevolence and peace, which tcatter univer- 
lal joy and alacrity about yon; the guiltleſs gaiety of 


your temper, and inoffenſive wit, divert me; I love to 


mimic the ſweetneſs of your voice, and repeat the 
charming accent in a thouſand ſportive echoes. ORE, 
Were not the view of ethereal beauty forbidden to any 
of mortal race, I might inſult all human vanity, and 
defy the molt glorious rival among the ſons of men; 
was I permitted to appear in the roly bloom of celeſtial 
youth, with my golden zone, my purple wings, and 
glittering tiara, I ſhould outſhine the moſt iplendid 


| birth-night beau. 


But I am not permitted to convince you of my ſupe- 


riority, till your date of mortal life is expired; and 


then if you continue ſtedfaſt to the rules of virtue, you 
ſhall be mine by all the engagements of celeſtial love; 1 
will lead you in triumph to the bliistul fields, and 

charming bowers, ſurpaſſing the moſt poetical deſcrip- 


tion of Cyprian groves or Heſperian gardens ; what 
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you call palaces, and magnihcent teats, are but dens, 
but dwellings in the dult, compared to the dazzling 


| habitations of the aerial race, the region is for ever 
calm, the ſkies for ever uncloudcd : 


No ſtormy winter enteis there, 
*Tis jovial ſpring through all the year: 
Soft gales through groves of myrtle blow, 
The ſtreams o'er golden pebbles flow ; 
Freſh youth and love their ſportive train 
Lead o'er the ever verdant plain; 
Ethereal forms in bright array 

Along the bliſsful currents ſtray; 

Or wander through Elyſian groves, | 
Or banquet in the gay alcoves; 
And oft in amaranthine bow'rs | 
Repole on tragrant beds of flow'rs, 

While Muſic, with her ſoothing ſtrains, 
Warbles through the woods and plains : 
The hills, the dales, and fountains round, 
With heav'nly harmony refound, 


But numbers fail, human language loſes its energy i 
and grows inſipid, while I would paint the wonders of 


the immortal world; neither can I deſcribe, nor wall 


you be able to conceive, theie tranſporting ſcenes, till 
the happy time comes when they tha]ll be unveiled in ſur- 
priſing pomp before you. Till then, 1 am your in viſi. 
ble admirer, _ ©, ARIEL. 
LETTER XI. 
To Eujebius. 


Ir. is with great pleaſure I obey vou, in diſ: overing 


the preſent ſituation of my thoughts, ſince the tran- 
quility. I enjoy in this retirement is partly owing to 


thoſe pious pr inciples you endeavoured to inſtill into my 


early youth. | 
You was well informed of my paſſion for Lady 


Diana - ; nor can you have forgot how many ex- 
cules I framed to my father, to prevent his deſign of 
ſending me into foreign parts, till all events ſucceeded 
to my wiſh, and : was married to the charming hut 
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but the noptial pomp was hardly paſſed before death 
blaſted my happineſs, and mY tched the lovely Prove 


 tiom my arms. 


The only way I could then think of, to divert as 
violence of my grief, was travelling, hoping by variety 
of objects to efface the painful impreſſion: accordingly, 
I made the tour of France and Italy, amuſing mylelt 
with whatever was grand or entertaining; I converſed 
with men of ſenſe and merit, and Winektinet Was 
favoured with the ſociety of women of diſtinguiſhed 
beauty and reputation; I indulged myſelf in all the 
little gaieties of life, within the limits cf reaſon and 
morality ; but nothing could blot the image of my 
charming wife from my ſoul; I brought back my at- 
fection for the fair do parted ſaint to the mournful man- 
ſion where I enjoyed and loſt her. 

But here leiſure and reflection had a better effect than | 
a thoughtleſs ſeries of diverſions: though my courſe of 


life had always been regular, and governed by the rules 
of ſobriety, yet till now I was a {ranger (except in 
form) to any thing ot devotjon; nor had ever cx peri- 


nced the ineffable ſatis fact ion of a virtnons mind in its 
ſecret addreſſes to the Supreme Being. NIy foul had 


not yet reflefed on its own gr andeur, * nor conſidered 


itſelf tormed for an infinite and unchangeable kelicity. 
Thole grave and ſublime authors, which were once 

the uſelels ornaments of my library, are now my tert- 

ous entertainment; by theſe I have been directed to 


look beyond all the periſhing ſcenes of nature, to that 
immutable ſtate of happineſs, which after a thort pro— 
bation attends the practice of virtue: my thoughts 


grow calm, my paſſions appeaſed, the goods and evils 
of time vaniſh into nothing at the proſpect of boundleſs 
and immortal pleaſure. 

The great temple of the ſkies, the ſpangled arch of 
heaven, is frequently the place of my devotion; the 
open view of the gay creation, or the Jonely ſolitude of 


a wood, infpire me with a ſacred warmth: but oh! 
when the propitious Divinity, by lome divine emana- 
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tion, makes me ſenſible of his preſence, with what con- 
tempt do I look back on the leſſening world! how taſt- 


leſs, how inſipid, are all its amuſcments ! how calm, 
how peaceful, in thoſe happy intervals, are the regions 


of my ſoul! its wiſhes are anſwered, and all its deres 
appealed: I have enough, I aſk no more. Can they 
lapguiſh for the ſtreams, who drink at the overflowing 
fountain? His benignity is better than life, immortal 
picature is in his ſmiles, and who he favours muſt be 


neceſſarily bleſſed. 


Thus abſtracted from human things, I converſe with 
the great Spirit of the univerſe, and in the rapture of 


my thoughts often addreſs him in ſuch ſoltloquies as 
theſe: 


© It is the dignity of my nature, O Supreme of 
beings, to adore and praiſe thee! But how art thou 
to be extolled by mortal man? the language of Para- 


ay, the ſtrains of immortality, fall ſhort 'of thy per- 


ections; the firſt-born ſons of light lole themſelves in 
bite admiration, in ſearch of thy excellency ; even 
they with ſilent 1 adore, while, veiled with inef- 


table {plendour 1 
The bright, che bleſt Divinity is known, 
And comprehended, by himſelf alone. 
Who can conceive the extent of that power, which 
out of nothing brought materials for a riſing world, 


and from a gloomy unos bid the harmonious univer le 
appear! | 


Confuſion heard his voice, and wild uproar 
Stood rul' d, ſtood vaſt infinitude conhned. 
Milton. 
„At thy word the pillars of the ſky were framed, 
and its beauteous arches reared; thy breath kindled the 
ftars, adorned the moon with litver 8 85 and gave the 
ſun its flaming {plendour : 
Thy glory, in her ſilent courſe, the moon, 
And nightly lamps, in their obſcure ſojourn, 
The morning ſtar with its bright circle ctown'd, 
And early bluſhes of the day, reveal; = 
| 5 10 


he 
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The circling ſun thy greatneſs manifeſts, 
Whether aſcending from the eaſtern wave, 
With glancing ſmiles he chears the dewy fields; 
Or mounted to the zenith's lofty height, 
He blazes with tranſcendent glory round; 
Or down the ſteep of heaven he rolls amain, 
And ends his flaming progreſs in the ſea 
From eaſt to weſt thy grandeur he proclaims, ; 
And through his radiant kingdoms ſpreads thy praiſe. 


Thou didft prepare for the waters their capacious 


2 


bed, and ſet bounds to the raging billows ; by thee the 
hills were crowned with plenty, and the vallies dreſſed 
in their flowery pride; the ſummer and winter, the 
ſhady night, and the bright revolutions of the day, are 


thine; in all the wonderful effects of nature, we adore 
and confeſs thy power. 


Thou rid'ſt upon the wild tempeſtuous wind, 
And flying Rorms obey thy potent voice; 
Sublime on clouds thy dark pavilion ſet, 
With ſhades and gloomy majeſty involv'd ; 
Thy hands the poimted lightnings lance around, 
While peals of thunder ſhake the firmament; 
At thy approach the kindling foreſts imoke, 
And from their baſe the trembling mountains ſtart; 
The rivers ebb and flow at thy command, | 
Obſerve their wonted courſe, or run averſe. | 
At thy rebuke the frighted waves divide, 
And with ſtupendous 1 motion backward roll 
Their cryſtal volumes to their inmolt ſpring. 
Thou all things canſt; thy mighty mandate heard, 
Neceſſity and nature are no more; 
Th' obedient elements reſign their Le, | 
And wonderfel effects atteſt their God! 


Theſe, my dear friend, are the entertainments chat 
brighten my ſolitude, and free my foul from its former 
engagements; thoſe fading graces, on v. hich I once 


doted, vaniſh before a ſuperior excellence, as ſtars be- 
fore * riſing fun; inſtead of repining, I adore, I 


juſtify the great diſpenſing Power, that has removed 


tune daring of my et to fix them on immortal 
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beauty, TI have Joſt nothing amiable or attractive, bur 
what is found with divine advantage in the fair Ori. 
ginal. 

I know you will congratulate me on this happy 
change; it mult pleaſe you to find that your pious in- 


ſtructions, Joined to the ſanctity of your example, have 


not been entirely loſt on, reverend Sir, your moſt obed;.. 
ent humble ſervant, AMIN TOR. 


LETTER XII. 
5185 Jo the ſame. 


'F Have obeyed your commands, in n ſending the in- 


cloſed : you will not require an apology for an eſſay 


on this traniporting ſubject; joy and gratitude wil! 


ipeak, however difproportioned the expreſſions. 
| ON OUR SAVIOUR'S NaTIvVITY. 
Y IcTORIOUS Love! how uncontrol'd thy power! 

: How great thy triumph, on that glorious hour ! 
The high-rais'd thrones above look'd down to ſec 

The vanquiſh'd God a captive led by thee; 

His ſplendour in mortality-diſguis'd, | 
The principalitics of heav'n ſurpris d 

Th' indulgent ſkies ſmil'd on the happy 8 
While peace 2nd joyful wonder huſh'd the earth. 
Fly, rigid winter, with thy horrid face, 

And let the ſoft and lovely ſpring take place; 
Oh! come thou faireſt ſeaſon of the year, 

_ With garlands deck'd and verdant robes, appear; 15 
At once produce the ſummer's various coſt, 
Whatever ſweets her flow' ry ſtores can boaſt : 

Full caniſters of Sharon's roſes ſpread, 

And dreſs with art th” illuſtrious infant's bed; 
Rifle the gardens, ſearch the painted fields, 

For all the blooming glories nature yields. 

But, O ye products of the earth, how poor, 
To heaven's enammel'd plains, are all your ſtore ! 
Perpetual greens, and never-fading flow'rs, 

Enrich with ſoft perfumes th' immortal bow'rs; 
And yet he left the bright ethereal ſeats, 
For tnvle cold regions and obſcure retreats. 8 
Be 


but 


r Ori- 


happy 
is in- 
have 


obed;- | 
oK. 


Sir, your moſt « obedient Caen ſervant, 
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Be kuſh'd, ye winds, no angry tempeſt rove ; 
But ſink in gentle whiſpers thro? the grove: 
With all Arabia load your balmy wings, 
And breathe the fragrance of ten thouſand ſprings, 
Begin, you ſweet muſicians of the air! 
Let nature all her ſoothings ſounds prepare; 
Let tuncful art her various meaſures bring 
ach melting tone, and ev'ry warbling ſtring ; 
Let pfalt'ries, harps, and the loud cymbal ring: 
Let the ſhrill trumpets raiſe their ſprightly voice, 
While Carmel, and high Lebanon, rejoice, | 
He comes, O Jacob, thy long promis'd King ! 


Ccleſtial envoys the glad tidings bring: 


O'er carth's wide compaſs to the diſtant main, 
With truth and perfect juſtice, he ſhall reign, 
The ſparkling {kies ſhall tarniſh and decay, 
The ſun be que: nch*d, the ſtars ſhall fade away; 
But he ſhall riſe with'a propitious light, 
Stand at high-noon, and ſhine divinely bright, 


I ſhall now leave you to your own ſublimer contem- 
plation on this unbounded theme, and ſubſcribe myſelf, | 


| Aux rok. 
L E T T: E R XIII. | 


Toa Gentleman i 17 France, from bis Sister, giving him a 


Relation of her lover” 5 * 


MY DEAR BROTHER, | 
S my paſſion for Valerius had in its beginning vour 


_ ==> approbation, you will not blame my conſtancy at 
a juncture when the unhappy youth has no other conſo- 
lation: his misfortunes have brought thoſe virtues into 


view, which in the height of proſperity he never found 
occaſion to exert; and as his merit riſes, you will not 
reproach me, in finding my attachment to him more 
ſteady and reſolved, than in the e of his for - 


tune. 


You know how much my father piques himſelf on 
his quality, and how averſe he was, when you left us, 


o Valerius's propoſal, on no other account but his 
being a N though a man of great virtue and 


wealth; 
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wealth: however this laſt motive, after ſome delibera- 
tion, prevailed; I was ſuffered to receive his addrefles, 
and every thing was preparing to celebrate the marriage. 

Valerius had always behaved himſelf in ſo obſequious 
a manner to his father, that he put a conſiderable ſtock 
into his hands, which the young merchant had im- 
proved by two or three ſucceſ>tul voyages into Turkey; 
lo that it was in his power to make a lettlement vaſtly 


above my fortune, and far beyond my father's expecta- 


tion : but while the lawyers were buſy in drawing up 


the articles, an e misfortune put a ſtop to the 


whole affair. 
The father of Valerius was an honeſt man, but ex- 
ceeding credulous, and was, unknown to his ſon, drawn 


Into many engagements, for the debts of an extravagant 
brother, to whoſe intereſt the compaſhonate old man 
was too much attached. He ſoon found his error, be- 
ing ſurprized with ſeveral arreſts on his brother's ac- _ 

count, for more than his whole eſtate could anſwer. 


The unhappy youth was quickly informed of his 


father's diſtreſs, and flew to his relief with all the ſpeed 


that filial piety could give. One of their friends, who 


was preſent, told me, there never was a more moving 
interview ; after a long pauſe of ſilent forrow, the old 


gentleman charged his {on not to involve himſelf in any 


{traights on his account, but leave him to ſuffer the 

effects of his own imprudence. | 
© I know,“ continued he, the 8 of your 

life depends on your marriage with the gentle Lemira, 


which will be entirely fruſtrated by your being con- 


cerned in this affair; nor is your whole fortune ſuffi- 
cient to diſengage me from this confinement ; but death 


will ſoon bring me a full diſcharge from a perplexity, 
into which my too great credulity, and ill- placed com- 


paſſion, has betrayed me: yet this, and any thing, I 


can endure with fortitude, rather than you ſhall ruin 
your own fortune to extricate mine. Pray leave me,“ 
ſaid he; © the concern your looks diſcover is at preſent 


mL heaviell affl: Kin: The 
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The ſorrowful youth immediately withdrew, and 
ſending for all the creditors, found that his whole ſtock, 
except what was at lea, added to his father's, would 
hardly do juſtice to many honeſt traders demands, who 
mult be ruined, with their families, without ſatisfac- 


tion: but to whatever exigence he reduced himlelf, he 


reſolved to diſcharge his father, which he toon accom- 


plithed by a handſome compofition. 


Valerius's whole dependance now was on the return 
of the "Turkey fleet, where he had conſiderable effects: 
but my father was fo angry with him for engaging in 


his father's affairs, that he forbid me ever ſeeing or 


thinking any more of him as a lover. Nor did the 
torrent of his adverſity ſtop here; for within a few days 
he had intelligence, that two ſhips belonging to him, 
richly laden, were in their return taken by a Spanish 
pirate, OS ; = 5 

J was ſoon informed of this diſaſter, and writ imme 
diately to Valerius, in the ſofteſt language that a paſ- 


ſion like mine could dictate; (to conceal nothing from 


you) J offered to marry him, and put into his poſſeſſion 


that part of my fortune which was left by my aunt, en- 


tircly in my own power, If you ſhould condemn this 
romantic inttance of affection in me, you will certainly 


approve tie conduct of my young philoſopher, who, 
im this ciilis ot love and advertity, could act with ſuch 


compolure and true greatneſs of mind, as you will find 


_exvreficd in the following letter. 


Jo Lemira, 


2 


Fr PHE diſtreſs. I am in, too generous Lemira, has not 


reduccd me to ſuch an abject diſpoſition, as by ac, 


cepting the offer you make me of your fortune, to be— 


tray you into a ſtate of necefſity and contempt, on fo 
low a motive as my own intereſt ; far be ſuch a ſelfiſh 


view for ever from my foul! You wrong me, and your 
_ own charns, if you think the paſſion they have in- 


ipired, will ſuffer me to act any thing unbecoming its 


granceur, However my fortunes are ſunk, my mind 


keeps 


I. 


N * F 
* 9 s 7 


2 — 
* 1 


e 0, 7 SES wt, 6 — — >> — — 


262 LETTERS MORAL 
keeps its native elevation, and is untainted with any 
ſelfiſn or mercenary deſign. If I loved you leſs, | 
might perhaps (abttracted from your happine!s) pur: 
my own, and leave you at leilure to repent your rat. 
nels, and curſe the mercenary wretch that wa the In 


ſtrument of your ruin. 


Your father has forbid your marrying me, on th. 
forfeiture of his bleſſing ; and ſhall I rob you cf th: at 
and bring the weight of a paternal curſe on your he: 


Shall I ſeduce you from the affluence ard ſplendour of 
tortune, to ſhare in my diſtreſſes, and ſtruggle with th 


inconvenience of low life! Could 1 fee you reduced to 
want and obſcurity, in hopes it might be a ſolace to 
my own miſery, and leſſen my lot of human cares! No, 


let me ſtand acquitted by heaven and carth of ſuch 


baſeneſs as this. 
Will you call this coldneſs? will von! term it indiff.. 


' Fence, and not rather the utmoſt effort of aftection, ti. 


triumph of a generous paition? Oh, Lemira, you ale 
dearer to me than lite! next to Heaven, I love Fu: 
In parting with you, I abandon every earthly 1 joy: 


quit my whole ſhare of human happ inels, and mus 


fink into the laſt dejection, it religion dic not ſupport 
me with its divine conſolations. 

And here the morning ſeems to break, a gleam © 
peace ſalutes me, ſome preſaging hopes of a proiperous 
cataſtrophe imile through the darknets ; nothing is im- 
pothble to an almighty Power ; there are virtues to 


which Heaven has annexed promiſes of a prelent retri- 
bution : it was in the practice of the great duties of 
morality I fell into this extremity z and here the divine | 


veracity has engaged itſelf to ſecure me; all events are 
in the hands of the Sovereign Di.poler ; bis will makes 
nature and neceſſity ; no obſtacle puts a ſtand to his 
defigns, nor obſtructs the courſe of Providence; per pe- 
tual beneficence has not diminiihed his ſtores, nor ar? 
the ſprings of his mercy exhauſted, I muſt own I have 
received ſome conſolation from the verſes incloſed, 
which were written by one of my friends in very dil. 
trefſed 
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3th anz treſſed circum: ances. I muſt bid you an unwilling 
les, i] adieu. Tours, &c. | VaLERIUS: 
pure ON THE DIVINE VERACITY. 
Ir-ratl;. BE huſh'd, my gricks; 'tis his almighty will, 
the in That rules the ſtorms, and bids you all be ſtill! 
Be calm, ye tempeſts; vaniſh ev'ry care, 
on th. While with triumphant faith my ſoul draws near 
F that. To God in all the confidence of pray'r. 
* ro 1 He has not bid me leck his face in vain, 
. Falk to the winds, or to the waves complain; 
lour al He heats the callow ravens from their neſt, 
11th the | By him their eager cravings are redreſs'd ; 
1ced t Young lions thro? the deſart roar their wants; 
lace to]. He ma:ks them, and the wild petition grants; 
$! No, The gaping furrows thirlt, nor thirſt in vain, 
f ſuch { Parch'd by the noon day fun) for timely rain; 
„ With filent ſuits the fair declining flowirs 
diff.. Requeſt, and gain, the kind refreſhing ſhow'rs. 
1 And will the Almighty Father turn away, : 
* - ? 
be Nor hear his darling offspring when they pray : 
5 No breach of faithfulneſs his honour ſtains, 
e you With day and night his word unchang'd remains: 
Joy: 1] The various ordinances of the ky 
4 mull Stand forth his glorious witneſſes on high; 
upport | Summer and winter, autumn and the ſpring 
For him by turns their atteſtations bring 
am of Uublemiſh'd his great league with nature ſtands, 
perous And full reliance on his truth demands : 4 
6 Nothing that breathes a ſecond deluge fears, 
1 When in the clouds the radiant bow appears. 
8 Can the Moſt High like man at random ſpeak, 
PEER, Forfeit his honour, and his promiſe break? 
CELLS Docs he that fallely ſwears, his vengeance claim? 
divine | And ſhall he ſtain his own tremendous name? 
ts are The carth the heav'ns were witneſs when he {wore 5 
makes By his great Self; what would thy feats have more? 
to his And had a greater than himſcif been found, 
Perpe- That greater had the high engagement bound. 
of ave | Shall fleeting winds the Almis Hty's words diſperſe, 
ace Or breathing duſt his ſolemn 021 reverte ? 
"2 WY Can he like man, unconſtant man, repent ? 
y dil. Star any chance, or unforcſcen event, 
eſſe Start up, his ſettled purpoſe to prevent ? 
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Or can he fail in the expected hour, 
A ſtranger to his own extent of power ? 

What profit can a worm his Maker bring, _ 
That he ſhould flatter ſuch a worthleſs thing ? 
Why ſhould he condeſcend to mind my tears, 
Or calm with ſoft deluding words and tears ? 

Can he (of perfect happineſs poſleſt, 
Deride the woes that human life moleſt, 
Or mock the hopes that on his coodnefs reſt ? \ 
Nature may change her courſe, enfant reign | 
And men expett che ring ſun in vain; 
But ſhould th' eternal truth and promiſe fail, 
Infernal night and horror muſt prevail; 
The thrones of light would ſhake, th' angelic pow? s 
Would ſtop their harps amidſt the bliſsful bow is. 
No more the ſoft, the {weet melogious flrain, 
Would gently glide along the happy plain; 
No more would tuneful 11 ielujahs gie, 
And ſhouts triumphant fill the founding ſkies; 
Each heav'nly countenance a lullen air 
Of grief and anxious diffidence, would wear, 
The golden palaces, the ſplendid feats, 
The flow'ry manſions, aud thele ſoft retreats, 
The roſy ſhades, and ſweet delicious ſtreams, 
Would diſappear like tranfitory dreams.“ 
Angels themſc] ves their brigbteſt hopes recline 
On nothing more unchang geable than mine. 
Am I deceiv'd ? What can their charter be? 
Fair ſeraphim may be deceiv'd like me: 
If goodneſs and veracity divine 
Can fail, their heav'n's an airy dream like mine, 
But, YE dare the glorious venture make, 
And lay my ſoul and fature life at ſtake; 
Be earth, be heaven, at deſp'rate hazard loſt, 
If here my faith ſhould prove an empty boaſt! 
Whate'er your arts, ye pow'rs of hell, ſuggeſt, 
The truth of God undaunted I atteſt ; 
Produce your annals with inſulting rage, 
Bring out your records, ſhew the dreadful page, 
One inſtance where th? Almighty broke his word, 
Since firſt the race of men his name ador'd ; 
In gloomy characters point out the hour, 
Exert your malice, ſummon all your pow'r; 


. 6 


With 
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With rites infernal all your pomp diſplay, | 
And mark with horror the tremendous day: 
Conſus'd, you ſearch your dreadful rolls in vain, 
Th? eternal honour ſhines without a {tain, 
/nblemiſh'd ſhines in men and angels view; 
Fuſt are thy ways, thou King of ſaints, and true / 


( J incloſed this letter, my dear brother, to ſhew you, 
\ with what equality of mind the generous youth be- 
8 haves himſelf in this diſtreſs. I beg you would haſten 
} your return to England, in compaſſion to your unhappy 
friend and ſiſter, | | LEMIRA. 
„ | LEF I EX IV. 


| To Herminius. . 
[ Have juſt reaſon to fear my eſſay on this noble ſub- 
ject will not anſwer your expectation ; with what- 
ever fluency I could exprels mylelt, when inſpired by 
mortal beauty, the pomp of language tails me. Here 
the boldeſt figures loſe their emphaſis, and grow infipt} 
on this ſuperior theme. | 


—__ —— —— ITT ESO, TE 
bas _ 


| 
| 
| | 


37: DIVINE HOVE. 
FOR thee, fond Love, my darling theme, 
| My lute has oft been ſtrung; 0 
Thy pow'r, by ev'ry anſwering ſtream, 
| In gentle notes I ſung; | 
Laurinda taught my mul? her art; 
And all'd with tender fires my heart; 
She taught me how to paint thy bcauteous face, 
Thy charming form, and ev'ry moving grace. 
But who ſhall guide the darling ſtrain, 
Celeſtial love! that aims at thee, 
Thou faireſt offspring of the deity ? 
 T cail the pow'rsof harmony in vain, 
Iu vain the ſofteſt accents I employ ; 

Pne brighteſt metaphors in vain I chuſe, 
Wich all the melting language lovers uſe 
Fo tell their pain, or ſpeak their riſing joy. 

All the heights of pure deſire, 
Holy love, and heavenly fire, 
At, once my panting breaſt inſpire ; 


Such 


With 
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Such ardour ſmiling martyrs know, 
When, defying every foe, 
la triumph on to death they go, 
Tell me, Thou, for whom I prove 
All the fierce extremes of love, 
How thy charms, ſo far retir'd 
From mortal ſenſe, have all my boſom fir'd : 
| Greaineſs and fame, beauty and harmony, 
Are all but empty names, compar'd with thee 
Re thou but mine, 
The whole creation I at once reſign. 
Vaniſh, thou earth, and every gaudy ſcene 
Of hill and dale, or grove, or flow'ry field, 
When by the ſpring adorn'd with chearful green: 
Vaniſh, whate'er delights thou elſe canſt yield, 
Then ſun, be dark; and let eternal night 
Conceal thy vital ſplendour from my ſight. 
Thou moon, and ev'ry gay ethereal fire, 
Burn out vour golden ſtore; 
I ſhall be bleſt, when all your lights expire, 
And carth, and ſea, and ſkies, ſhall be no more. 


Place me where infernal night, 

And endleſs horror reign: : 
Where baniſh'd far from hope and light, 

Unhappy ghoſts complain: 

Ev'n there, one gentle {mile of thine 
| Th? eternal gloom would chaſe; 
Immortal day would on me ſhine, 
And pleaſure fill the place, 


Should heav'n ſurround me with full tide of; joy. 
And open all its glories to my ſight, 
One frown of thine would all that heav'n deſtroy, | 
And wither my delight; | 
One frown of thine th' end groves would blaſt. 
And darkneſs o'er the bliſsful regions caſt, 


You that ſing! in happy bow'rs, 
And in unmingled pleafures paſs the hours, 
That know the height of heav'aly blits, 
Come play me ſome Toft air of Paradiſe; 
Gently ſtrike your ſweeteſt ſtrings, 
And touch my ſoul on all its tender ſprings, 
While, riſing on the muſic's downy Wings, 
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I'll bid at once mortality adieu, | 
And love and paint the ſacred flame like you. 


But, my dear Herminius, the preſent performance 
will convince you, that I have not yet learnt the ſtrains 
of immortality ; and, perhaps, you will not think it 
neceſſary for me to make an apology for not being an 
angel: however, if I can contribute to your entertaiu- 
ment as a mere mortal, you may command your moſt 
bumble ſervant, _ EVANDER. 
| EETTER XV. | 

To Alonzo. 
vou have ſpent ſo many happy hours at the Earl of 
-------"$ fine ſeat in the country, that 'tis unne- 
ceſſary to deſcribe thoſe beautiful ſcenes, with which 
you are ſo well acquainted. Here J have paſſed a great 
part of the ſummer ſeaſon, in a manner ſuited to my 


| contemplative humour. Having no taſte tor country g 
diverſions, or any kind of rural ſports, my pleaſures 


were confined to the charming ſhades and gardens, with 


which the houte is ſurrounded. | 
lere I enjoyed an unmoleſied tranquility, *till a fit 

of curioſity led me to make an excurhon into the wide 
campaign, that opened before me from the borders of 
the park. | | 

If 1 begin with the roſy dawn, you will ks my 

romantic ſtyle, in relating the lurpriſing adventure: 
but without telling a lye, the morning was yet dutky ; 


the balmy dew, and fragrant gales, perfumed the air 


with their antainted (weets ; while, with thoughts tree 
as the airy ſongſters that warble on the branches, 1 
_ wandered from Tiſing hills to winding vales, through 
flowery lawns to leaty woods, till I found Myſelf un- 


der the ſhade of a vencrable row of elins, which put 
me in mind of Sir Roger de Coverley's rookery ; the 
aged trees ſhot their heads fo high, that, to one who 
paſſed under them, the crows and rooks, which relted 
on their tops, ſeemed to be cawing in another region, 


I was delighted with the noi(e, while, with the Specta- 


tor, I conhidered | it as a kind of natural prayer to that 
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Being, who ſupplies the wants of his whole creation 
my thoughts were inſpired with a pleaſing gratitude to 
the beneficent Father of the univerſe, till the ſequel vi 
my devotion was interrupted by the fight of a beautiful 
girl, about four or five years old, fitting on the graf, 
with a baſket of flowers in her lap, which ſhe was ſtick- 
ing in the mowy fleece of a little lamb, that ftoud 
tamely by he.. DS. 


I began to hope it was one of the fairy race, or ſome 


pretty phantom that haunted the grove! tor the adj:- 


cent houſe, belonging to this reverend avenue, looked | 


more like a dormitory for the dead, than an havitation 


for the living; every thing about it appeared rumous 


and deſolate; I could neither hear the voice, nor trace 


the ſteps of mortal men in this abſolute ſolitude; nor 


had I any hopes of knowing into what wild region I 


was got, unlels the pretty figure fitting on the gras 
could give me ſome intelligence. | 


I made my approaches very reſpectfully: but what 
was my ſupriſe, in drawing near, to find the air, the 
complexion, every feature, in miniature, of the ungrate- 


ful Aurelia, on whom I once fo paſſionately doated! A 


thouſand tormenting ideas ruſhed into my mind at the 


fight of this lovely creature, who ſmiled on me with the 


moſt enchanting innocence, While I ſtood eageriy 
gazing at her, which was not long, Aurelia herſelt en- 
tered the walk, and confirmed my ſuſpicion, that this 


child was a living proof of her intamy. | 


Tis about fix years fince ſhe eloped from the public 


view, regardleſs of her own illuſtrious family, or the 
obligations ſhe was under to the generous Cleone, Who 


treated her.with the utmoſt confidence, and was the lait 
that ſuſpected her huſband's criminal affair with her.— 
Be my own wrongs forgot, and all the contempt with 
which ſhe treated whatever propolals honour, and a 
diſintereſted paſſion, could make. | 5 

I found her now an object of pity, rather than 


reſentment; the dejection of her mind was viſible in 
her pale haggard looks, and the wretched negligence 
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of an old abbey: 
diſplaced from times immemorable; it looks more like 
unwieldy lumber, than any thing deſigned for uſe or 
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of her habit. I could hardly perſuade myſelf this was 
the celebrated thing that once appeared in all public 
places with ſuch a parade of equipage and vanity. 

She was in the utmoſt confuſion at this interview, till 
rxculing myſelf, I told her this intruſion was unde- 
figned, and purely the effect of chance, as I was taking 


a morning's ramble from the Earl of y where 


I had ſpent ſome time, and that ſhe might depend on 


my word, not to diſcover her abode to any one in that 


family. 
By tltis time ſhe was a little compoſed, and invited 
me to reſt myfelf after my walk: I followed her into 


the houſe, which looked more like the manſions of de- 


pair, than a retreat for a lady of pleaſure; an awful 
ſilence reigned in every room, through which I made a 
ſhift to find my way by a dim twilight, that glimmered 
through ſome windows of as antique a figure as thoſe 
the furniture, I fancy, bas not been 


ornament : there was nothing of a modern date but a 


tea-table, and that in ruinous ; circumſtances; 


It was now about ten o'clock; Aurelia ordered tea 


and chocolate to be brought; all her attendance was a 


treſh- coloured country laſs, who withdrew as ſoon as 
We had breaktatted. 


I was impatient to hear a relation of Aurelia” s mi- 
fortunes, but durſt not aſk any queſtion, for fear it 
would look like inſulting her diſtreſs; I only renewed 


my excules for interrupting her privacy. 


To which ſhe replied—* That though I was the laſt 


perſon in the world ſhe ſhould have choſen to be a wat- 


neſs to her infamy, yet ſhe thought herſelf happy, in 
having an opportunity to make ſome apology for her 


injuſtice to me, in refuſing thoſe terms of honour I once 
offered, and complying with ſuch reproachful condi- 


tions, as had made her the moſt miſerable creature on | 


earth. 


It was my criminal inclination,” continued ſhe, 
3 6 for | 
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for Caſſander, that made me inflexible to your en. 


treaties, and my father's commands to marry you.— 
But whatever wrong this was to your merit, my guilt, 
with regard to the generovs Cleone, is of a higher na- 
ture: the intrigue I had with her hutband was attended 
with circumſtances of the blackeſt treachery : I had 
broke through the tendereſt engagements of friendſhip, 
and granted all that my diſſolute lover could aſk ; when 
finding mylelt with child, to hide my infamy, he 
brought me to this diſmal place, an old manſion houſe 
belonging to his family, where I am cut off from hu- 
man lociety, except two or three ſtupid peaſants, his 


| tenants, who reſide in ſome part of this Gothic ſtruc- 


7 


ture. Tis now fix years fince I have breathed and 
ſlept, (for I cannot call it living) in this melancholy 
confinement, without the hopes of a releaſe, being en- 
tirely dependent on Caſſander's allowance and caprice, 
who but too well knows his own power, and my folly ; 
which makes him, inftead of the humble lover, act 


the imperious tyrant. His viſits are ſeldom, his ſtay 


ſhort, and I am left whole months to languiſh alone in 


a deteſted ſolitude. | 


« This child,* continued ſhe, weeping, and taking 
the lovely creature in her arms, this child, which 
might have been my joy, proves my greateſt affliction: _ 
ſhould I die, ſhe is immediately abandoned to hardſhip _ 


and neceſſity ; ſhould I live, it diſtracts me to think 
ſhe may follow my ſcandalous example. How can I 


give her inſtructions to avoid thoſe vices which my 
practice approves? or recommend that virtue whole ſa- 
cred rules 1 have ſo openly violated? And ſtill I love 


this worthleſs man: were I penitent, could I reſolve 


on a reformation, this leiſure and retirement would be 


a bleſſing, an advantage to me; but I am obſtinate in 


guilt, while I deſpair of happineſs in this world or the 

next. Till I came hither, my hours were ſpent in 

trolic and giety ; a conflant ſeries of diverſions ſhort- 

ened the days, and gave wings to the jovial hours, 

which now have leaden feet, and, burdencd with grief, 
* e 4 4 * 


AND ENTERTAINING © 271. 
lag heavily along. No fort of reflection gives me joy; 
whether I look backward or forward, all is darkneſs 
and confuſion; I am no way qualified for retirement : 


books are my averſion; thinking is my horror; I am 


weary of living, and atraid to die.” 


I heard this account with a heart full of compaſſion, 


and ſaid what I could to perſuade her to break off this 
criminal commerce with Caſſander, and throw herlelt 
on the care of Providence, and the generoſity of her 


friends: but I had too much value for my own peace, 


and too great a contempt for a woman of Aurelia's 


character, to make any particular propoſals for her 


freedom; and bidding her adieu, haſted back to the 


earl's without ſay ing one word of my adventure; which 
I commit to your ſecrecy, and ſubſcribe myſelf your 
moſt humble ſervant, 185 POLYDORE, 
LB TER AVL. 
| | Roſamond to Henry II. „ 
READ o'er theſe lines, the records of my ſhame, 
If thou can'ſt ſuffer yet my hateful name; 
Clean as this ſpotleſs page, till ſtain'd by me, 
Such was my conſcience, till ſeduc'd by thee: 
Chaſte were my thoughts, and all ſerene within, 
Till mark'd by thee with characters of (in. 
Had ſome ſucceſsful lover, in the prime 
Of equal years, betrayed me to a crime, 
Reſiſtleſs love had been my beſt defence, 
And gain'd compaſſion for the ſoft offence : 


But white thy wither'd age had no fuch charms, 


To tempt a blooming virgin to thy arms, 
I'm juſtly thought a proſtitute for gold, 
A mercenary thing to ſordid int'reſt fold. | 
Be curs'd that female fiend, whoſe practis'd art, 
With wanton tales, ſeduc'd my guiltleſs heart; 
Let her with endleſs infamy be curs'd; 
Of all the agents hell employs, the worſt: 
Perdition to herſelf the wretch inſur'd, 
When ſhe my youthful modeſty allur'd : 
Oh, fatal day! when to my virtue's wrong, 
I fondly liſten'd to her flatt'ring tongue! 


—— — 
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But, at my fight each verdant proſpect wears 


Avoids my touch, aud withers where 1 tread. 


My heedle!'s youth, more can betray'd. 


To all my ſex's modcity a ſtain. 


But, oh! more fatal moment, when ſhe gain 'a 
That vile conſent which all my virtue ſtain'd ! 
Yet Heav'n can tell, with what extreme regret. 
The fury of thy Niers flames I met; 

For, unexperienced in the ways of ſin, 

A conſcious honour ſtruggled {till within, 

Oh, could I ! but the ill-tim'd wiſh is vain, 
Could 1 my former innocence regain! 

Thy proffer'd kingdom, Henry, were a prize, 
Which, balanc'd with that wealth, I ſhould A 
But I no more my ſex's pride can boaſt: | 
Alas! what has one moment's madneſs coſt ! 


Not Woodſtock's charming bow'rs can eaſe my greek; 
For I mult fly myſelf to find relief: 
Oft, while the ſun in length'ning ſhades declines, 
And thro? the waving trees more mildly ſhines; 
Alone thro? all the beauteous walks ] rove, 
And hope the {weets of ſolitude to prove: 


A gloomy VIEW, and ev'ry plant appears 
To bend it's top, o'ercharg*d with dewy tears; 
Methinks each painted bloſſom hangs its. head, 


If avling near a cryſtal Crook I tand, 
And with deluding {kill the Hait command 
The cautious fiſh thai fly the hate, upbraid 


Amidit the garden wrought oy curious hands, 
A noble ftatue of Diana ſtands; 

Naked the ſtands, with juſt Reaper, $ grac'd, 
And bathing in a ſilver fountain plic'd; 
When near the flow'ry borders L advance, 

At me ſhe ſeems to dart an angry lauce. 
What ſcenes, alas, can vl-aſc a gout 5 mind! 
What joy can I in thoſe receſſes 6. | 

For lawleſs and forbidden love FT : 

In ſome obſcure and mcelanciiois cell, 
Rather a weeping peniieat I'd dwell, 

Than here a glorious proftituce remain, 


This ſtately lab'rinth rais'd with vaſt expence, 
Diſplays my [name 1 in it's maguificence: 


cl, 
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As through the ſtately rooms I lately walk'd, 
And with my woman of its paintings talk'd, 
She ſpy'd the draught of Tarquin's wanton flame, / 
And, hcedlcſs, S{k'd the injur'd beauty's name: . 
This, I reply'd, is that illuſtrious dame — \ 
Renown'd for chaſtity, I ſhould have ſaid; / 
But here, a riſing bluſh my face oerſpread ; 
Confus'd, 1 ſtopp! d, and left th' inquiring maid. q 


Lucretia's ſtory on my life had caſt 
A black reproach, who yet can live diſgrac'd : 


I ſhould, like her, with juſt reſentment preſt, 
Have plung'd the fatal dagger in my breaſt. 


What ſpecious colours can diſguiſe my Ga; 


Or {till the reſtleſs monitor within? 


Thy greatneſs, Henry, but augments my ſhame, 


And adds immortal {candai to my name; 


My odious name, which, as the worſt diſgrace, 
The Ciiffords cancel from their noble race! 
To what propitious refuge ſhall J run, 


The terrors of a guiity mind to ſhun ? 
In vain the ſun its morning pride difplays; 


I turn my eyes, and ſicken at its rays : 


The ſilver moon, and ſ(park'ling ſtars by night, 
Torment me too with their officious light: 
The glimm'ring tapers round my chamber plac' c 


Acrols the room fantaſtic {ſhadows caſt; 
Of all my dreams the melancholy fcene 


Pieſents an injur'd, a revengeful queen. 


Laft night, when ſleep my heavy eyes had clos' d, 


To al! her rage, methought, I ftood expos'd! 


Wild were her looks, a poiſon'd cup ſhe brought, 

And proudly offer'd me the fatal draught; 

The deſtin'd bowl I took with trembling hands, 
Compell'd to execute her fierce commands; g 


This diſmal omen aggravates my fears, 


Before my fancy ſtill the furious queen . 
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LETTER XVII. 
MARY QUEEN OF FRANCE, TO CHARLES BRANDO" 
DUKE OF SUFFOLK. 


The Princeſs Mary, Henry the Eighth” s younger Siſter, 
being in love with the Duke of Suffolk, was, for Pill. 
lic Reaſons, marricd to Lewis XII. of France, a 
died in fix Months after. The Queen being again 0: 
Liberty, writes the following NE to the Duke © 
Suffolk, her firſt Lower. 

An Tmitation of Drayton's Epiſile. 


JET theſe ſoft lines my kindeſt thoughts convey, 
And tell thee what I ſuffer by thy ſtay. 
Did ſeas divide us, this might well excuſe 
Thy negligence, and my fond heart abuſe; 
But Calais: from the Kentiſh i{trand is ſeen, 
A gentle current only rolls between. | 
Nor needs my Suffolk, like Leander, brave 
A threat'ning death in ev'ry breaking wave, 
+ [ V When, guided only by a glimm'ring light, 
17 He croſs'd the ſtormy Helleſpont each night : 
4 Tall ſhips with flying fails, and lab'ring oars; 
| Attend to land thee on the Gallic ſhores. 
; | But thou art chang'd ! that ardour is expir'd, 
1 SA Which once thy wiſhes with impatience fir'd, 
+833 | | When Savoy's blooming duchels ftrove in vain 
| . From me the conqueſt of thy heart to gain: 
Invited by great Henry's martial fame, 
The haughty princeſs, with her brother, came 
| To compliment the king for Tournay gain'd; 
Where, in a rich pavilion, entertain'd, 
Thy noble form th' unguarded fair ſurpriz'd; 
Nor were her tender wiſhes long diſguis'd : 
Whatever flatt'ry, love, or wanton art | 
| | Could do, the practis'd to ſeduce thy heart. 
| | ; Great Antony, by ſuch allurements gain'd, 
For Cleopatra, all his glory ſtain'd : | 
But thy firm faith no injury receiv'd, 
For you were juſt, or I was well deceiv'd. 
Nor were my virgin vows leſs true to thee, 
When young Caſtile addreſs'd the court for me; 
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A ſofter paſſion had poſſeis'd my mind: 


Or hide the wild diſorder of my ſoul; 
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The charms of proffer'd empire I refign'd, 
And all that could ambition move declin'd ; 


= >. 


And while unrivall'd in thy breaſt I en d. 
My thoughts the luſtre of a crown diſdain'd. 
But, ah! what changes human 10ys attend ! 
On airy chance our brighteſt hopes depend : 


ViRtorious Henry's arms ſtill meet ſucceſs; 


The vanquiſh'd Gauls at laſt propoſe a peace: 


By Wolſey's policy their terms ſucceed, 
And both the hoſtile nations are agreed, 


While I the public victim am decreed. 


Condemn'd to ſhare the Chriſtian monarch's bed, 
And curs'd with that magnificence I fled. . 
I know my rank no private choice allow'd, 
And what a princeſs to her country ow'd, 
| Theſe ſplendid maxims ſhouid have ſway'd my breaſt, 
But love intirely had my ſoul poſſeſt. 


How oft I wiſhed my humble lot had been 


Beneath the glorious hazard of a queen! 

That crown'd by rural maids with painted flow'rs, 
I rang'd the fields, and ſlept in verdant bow'rs! 
Belov'd of ſome young ſ{wain with Brandon's face, 


His voice, his geſture, and his "blooming grace ! 


In all but birth and ſtate reſembling thee ! 


Then unmoleſted had we liv'd, and free +» 
From thoſe unhappy turns which greatneſs brings; 


While rocks and meadows, ſhades, and purling ſprings, 


The flow'ry valley, and the gloomy grove, 
Had heard of no ſuperior name to n 
Such ſcenes of this inglorious life I drew, 


And half believ'd the charming fiction true, 
*T11 real ills diſſolv'd the pleaſing dreams; | 
The groves and valleys fled, the lawns and filver ſtreams, | 


The gay fantaſtic paradiſe I mourn'd, 5 
While courts and factions, crowns aud cares return'd. 


With ſighs I ſtill recall the fatal day, 
When no pictence could gain a longer ſtay. 
The lovely queen my parting ſorrow ſaw, 
Nor Henry” s preſence kept my grief in awe; 
No rules of decent cuſtom could coatroul, 
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When ſhip'd for France before the dancing wing 


The navy fled and left my hopes behind, 


With weeping eyes I ſtill ſurvey'd the ſtrand, 

Where on a riſing cliff I ſaw thee ſtand; 

Nor once from thence my ſtedfaſt fight withdrew, 

Till the lov'd object was no more in view. 

* Farewel,” I cry'd, dear charming youth; with the: 

Fach chearful proſpect vaniſhes from me.” | 
Loud ſhouts and triumphs on the Gallic coaft 

Salute me, but the noiſy zeal was loſt ; 

Nor ſhouts nor triumphs forc'd my leaſt regard, 


Thy parting ſighs, methought, was all I heard. 


But now, at Abbeville by Lewis met, 


I ſtrove the thoughts of Suffolk to forget; 
For here my faith was to a monarch vow'd, 
And ſolemn rites my paſhon diſallow'd: 


However pure my former flames had been, 


Vablemiſh'd honour made them now a fin. 


But ſcarce my virtue had the conqueſt gain'd, 
And every wild forbidden wiſh reſtrain'd, 
When at St. Dennis, with imperial late 
Inveſted, on the Gallic throne I ſat; | 
The day with noble tournaments was grac'd, 
Your name among the Britiſh champions plac'd, 


Invited by a guilty thirſt of fame, 


Without regard for my repoſe you came. 
The liſts I {aw thee ent'ring with ſurprize, 


And felt the dazzling glances of thine eyes. 
Le facred pow'rs,” I cry'd, that rule above! 


« Defend my breaſt from this perfidious love, — 
Ye holy lamps! before whoſe awful lights 


1 ͤ gave my hand;—and, ye religious rites ! 
Aſſiſt me too; nor let a thought unchaſte, 


Or guilty wiſh, my plighted honour blaſt: 


While paſſion ſtruggling with my pious fears, 


| * 
Forc'd from my eyes involuntary tears, 


Some tender bloſſom thus. with leaves enlarg'd, 


Declines its head with midnight dew ofercharg'd : 


The paſling breezes ſhake the gentle flow'r, 


And ſcatter all around a pearly ſhow'r, 


From this diſtracting hour I ſhunn'd thy ſight, 
And gain'd the conqueſt by a prudent flight: 
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But human turns and ſov'reign deſtiny 


Have ſet me now from theſe engagements free. 
The ſtars, propitious to my virgin love, 

My firſt deſires and early vows approve, 

While buſy politicians urge in vain, | 
That public reaſons ſhould my choice reſtrain; 
That none but York's or Lancaſter's high race, 


= great Plantagenet's, I ought to grace: 


Nor Suffolk wants a long illuſtrious line, 
And worth, that ſhall in future records ſhine. 
They own'd thy valour, when thy conqu'ring lance 
Carry'd the prize from all the youth of France, 
Thy merit Henry's conltant favour ſhows, 
And envy only can my choice oppoſe. 
Thy noble preſence, wit, and fine addreſs, 
The Britiſh and the Gallic court contels. 
AlenCon's ſhape, and Vendome's ſparkling eye, 
Count Paul's gay mien, and Bourbon's majeſty, 
No longer are admir'd when thou art by. ; 


here nothing wants to juſtify my flame, 


The ſtateſmen grant but a poor empty name, 
And what's the gaudy title of a king ? 

What fort of blifs can royal ggandeur bring? 
When thou art abſent, what's the court to me, 
But tireſome ſtate, and dull formality ? 

This toy, a crown, I would reſign, to prove 
The pcaceful joys of innocence and love. 


LE TT E E R XVIII. 
Penelope to Ulyſſes. 
| From Ovid. 
118 RAC TED with his ſtay, yet ſtill the ſame, 
True to her antient vows, and early flame, 
Penelope ſalutes her abſent king: 


Oh! would himſelf at laſt an anſwer bring! 2 
Proud Troy is fall'n, or Grecian virgins hate: 


Yet not th' unrival'd riches of her ſtate, 

Nor all the glorics of her monarch's throne, 

Can, for che pains thy abſence gives, atone. 

Oh! had the waves, that gently waſted o'er | } 


The luſtful Phrygian to the Spartan ſhore, 


Plung'd in the deep the guilty load they bore! 5 
Aa Abandon 
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Abandon'd then I ſhould not waſte away, 

In unavailing moans, the lazy day; 

Or, loſt to joy, and widow'd of delight, 

Curſe the dull lagging hours of the more tedious night, 
Fruitful of doubts, my love till fear'd for you | 


oy Dangers unknown, and greater than the true; 


I thought all Troy conſpir'd againſt thy head, 

And Hector's name, but mention'd, ſtruck me dead. 
Trembling I heard of falſe Achilles flain, 

And wept to find the bold deceit was vain, 
Tlepolemus fell by the Lycian ſpear, 

Tlepolemus renew'd my anxious care, 

In ſhort, at ev'ry Grecian hero's fall, 


Thro' the long war before the fatal wall, 


A thrilling coldneſs ran thro” every part, 
Chill'd up my blood, and ſhudder'd at my heart.“ 
But my chaſte paſſion mov'd the pitying tkies ; 
My lord is fafe, and Troy in alhes lies. 

With proſp'rous gales the Argive chiefs return, 
And to their country gods barbaric incenſe burn, 
The wives in pious gift declare their joy, 


While their ſav'd huſbands tell the fate of Troy : 


Old men and frighted virgins, fix'd around, 


In dumb amazement dwell upon the found : 


The ſoldiers in gay fears their cares compole, 


And mark in wine the ſcenes of antient woes: 


This is Sigæum, here ſwift Simois flow'd, 
There high erect old Priam's palace ſtood ; 


Here fierce Pelides urg'd the dreadful war, 
There fix'd the bleeding Hector to his car: 


There mov'd Ulyſſes, certain of ſucceſs, 
Greater his conduct, nor his courage leis; 
ITwWas Neſtor told us all: he told us too 


The arts that Dolon and the Thracian ſlew. 


Hcedleſs and too forgetful as you were, 

In you I'm ſure *twas criminal to dare: 

When you but for one faithful friend alone 

Dealt fate ro ſquadrons, and provok'd your own, 
How well your wife and infant left behind, 

How well your tender paſſion fill'd your mind! 
I fainted as I heard the dreadful tale ; | 
Scarce your ſucceſs could o'er my fears prevail. 1 ET 
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But what's ſucceſs, what's ruin'd Troy to me. 
Or all the ſavage joys of victory? 
If {till unbleſt I fink beneath my pain, 
And never muſt enjoy my lord again! 
For other wives deſtroy'd, to me ſtill ſtands 
The wall erected by immortal hands. 
Now plenteous harvelts grow where Ilium ſtood, 
The ſoil well fatten'd with the natives blood. 
Ober ruin'd palaces that reach'd the ſkies, 
Low ſpires of graſs, and humble ſhrubs, ariſe, 
Still of the conqu'ror's abſence I complain, 
Nor know what diſtant worlds my wand'ring lord detain, 
Ulyſſes I of ev'ry ſhip require, Ss | 
The ſailors with repeated queſtions tire: | 
Hopelefs and half-deſpairing, yet I write; | 


nigkt, 


ead. 


The cruel pow'rs, that envy my delight, 

May bring at leaſt my letters to your light, 
To Pylos, antient Neſtor's fruitful reign, 

And Sparta's injur'd court, I ſent in vain; 
For nor from Sparta, nor from Pylos came, 

Aught ſave wild rumours, and uncertain fame. 

Again I wiſh Troy's lofty tow'rs might rile, 

And curſe the thoughtleſs vows that gain'd the ſkies, 
War's hazards then would be my only care, | 
And I in common with a thouſand fear: 

Now all the dangers of the land and ſeas , 

Are preſent to my thoughts, and baniſh eaſe: 

While you, alas! perhaps with pleaſure rove, 

And faithleſs nouriſh a forbidden love; os 

Take ſome deluding harlot to your breaſt, 


And in her arms with lawleſs tranſports bleſt, 
Make my dull eaſy conſtancy your jeſt. 
Ye pow'rs avert the thought I cannot bear, 
And give my vain ſuſpicions to the air. 
Whate'er may be the reaſon of thy tay, 
Oh! may'{t thou never willingly delay! 
Me to a ſecond choice my fire invites, 
Chides my delays, and urges all his rights. 
Still let him urge, my love my faith aſſures; 
Jam, I muſt, I will be ever yours. 
Yet my warm pray'rs the goud old monarch move, 
1 He views my tears, and mourns my hapleſs love, 
Bus Wb ͤͤ | Aa 2 | | But 
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But a vile train of thoughtleſs youths proclaim 


With lawleſs impudence, a ſaucy flame. 

Hither from Zante and Samos they relort, 

And revel unmoleſted in thy court, - 
Treaſures, the purchaſe of thy blood, they ſeize, 
Thoſe ſpoils Eurymachus, Piſander thele ; | 
Antinous here with equal rage poſſeſt, 

There greedy Polybus, a conſtant gueſt, 
Plunder around—And need I name the reſt, 
Who in your abſence on our vitals prey, 

And walte in coltly luxury the day ? 

The beggar Irus, a deteſted name, = 
And baſe Melanthus laſt, complete thy ſhame, 
Gainſt theſe inſults what force can I employ ? 
Whit thy old father, or thy tender boy? 

For his dear life a thouſand ſnares are laid, 


And certain ruin aim'd at his unguarded head. 


Preſerve him, Heav'n! and if we ne'er muſt join, 
Yet may he live to cloſe your eyes and mine. 


In vain Laertes does his pow'r oppole, 


Unfit for war, againſt ſurrounding foes. 
Telemachus will ſoon to fame aſpire, 

Now his ſoft years a parent's aid require. 
Oh! thou, our only hope and refuge, come, 


Diſpel our dangers, and avert our doom: 


Form the young hero in the arts of war, 

To rival thee, but with more caution dare. 
Haſte, and relieve your fire with years oppreſt: 
Once more he longs to claſp you to his breaſt, 


Then ſhake off tedious life and fink to reſt. 


Oh! haſte to me!—A little longer ſtay 
Will ev'ry grace, each fancy'd charm decay. 


Increaſing cares, and time's refililels rage, 


Will waſte my bloom, and wither it to age; 


Vet at thy ſight wild joys, and ſprightly love, 
Shall dying youth recal, and ev'ry charm improve, 


| 
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SIX LETTERS 
FROM 


LAURA TO AURELIA. 
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From Laura, giving an Account of her Brother's cri- 
minal Amour, and her own e for the han. eme 
Hermit. 


COLD your importunity have vrevaled with my 
brother to have left me in London, you had been 


free from the vexation that I ſhall certainly give you, 
by making you the confident of all my country adven- 


tures: and I hope you will relieve my chagrin, by tell- 
ing me what the dear, bewitching buſy world is doing, 
while I am idly ſauntering away my time in rural 


ſhades, How happy are you, my dear Aurelia! How 


I envy you the enjoyment of duſt, of crowds and noiſe, 
with all the polite hurry of the Beau Monde ! 

My brother brought me hither to fee a country feat 
he has lately purchaied : he would fain perſuade me it 
is finely ſituated ; but I ſhould think it more finely fitu- 
ated in the Mall, or even in Cheapſide, than here. In- 
deed, I hardly know where we are, only that it is at a 
dreadful diſtance from the theatre-ro yal in Drury-Lane, 
from the opera, from the maſquerade, and every thing 


In this world that is worth living for. 


I can ſcarce tell you whither to direct your letters; 
we are certainly at the ends of the earth, on the borders 
of the continent, the limits of the habitable globe, un- 
der the polar ſtar, among wild people and ſavages. I 
thought we ſhould never have come to the end of our 
pilgrimage; nor could I forbear aſking my brother, 
it we were to travel by dry land to the Antipodes ; not a 
mile but ſeemed ten, that carr ied me from London, the 
centre of all my joys. 

The W N is my averſion; I hate trees and hedges, 
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LETTERS FROM 
ſteep hills, and filent valleys : the ſatyriſt may laugi, 
but to me, 
Green fields, and ſhady groves, and chryſtal ſprings, 
Aud larks, and nightingales, are odious things. - 


I had rather hear London cries, with the rattle of 
coaches, than fit liſtening to the melancholy mur- 
mur of purling brooks, or all the wild muſic of the 
woods ; the ſmell of violets gives me the nyfterics ; fret 


air murders me ; ; my conſtitution is not robuſt enough 


to bear it; the cooling zephyrs will tan me into a ca. 

tarrh, if I ſtay here much longer. 

If theſe are the ſeats of the Mules, let them Uunen- 
vied enjoy their glittering whimſies, and converſe with 
the viſionary beings of their own forming. I have no 
fancy for Dryades and Fairies, nor the leaſt prejudice 
to human ſociety; a mere earthly beau, with an em- 
broidered coat, ſuits my taſte better than an aerial lover 


with his ſhining treſſes, and rainbow wings. 


The ſober twilight, which has employed ſo man; 
ſoft deſcriptions, is with me a very dull period; nor 
does the moon on which the poets doat, with all her 
ſtarry train, delight me half ſo much as an aſſembly 
room illuminated with wax candles: this is what 1 
ſhould prefer to the glaring ſun in his meridian ſplen- 
dour: day-light makes me ſick; it has ſomething in it 
ſo common and vulgar, that it ſeems fitter for peaſants 
to make hay in, or country laſſes to ſpin by, than tur 
the ule of people of diſtinction. 

You pity me, I know, dear Aurelia, in this deplora- 
ble ſtate ; the whole creation is a blank to me, it is all 
joy leſs and deſolate. In whatever gay images the Muſes 
have dreſſed theſe ruſtic abodes, I have not penetration 
enough to diſcover them: not the flowery field, nor 
{pangled ſky, the roſy morn, or balmy evening, can 


recreate my thoughts: I am neither a religious nor 


poetical enthuſiaſt, and without either of theſe qualifi- 


cations, what mould 1 do 1 in ſilent retreats and penſive 
ſhades ? 


I find myſelf little at abi in this abſence of the noiſy 
diverſions 
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LAURA TO AURELIA. 283 
diverſions of the town; it is hard for me to keep up 
my ſpirits in leiſure and retirement; it makes me anx- 
jouſly inquiſitive, what will become of me when my 
breath flies away: death, that ghaſtly phantom, perpe- 
tually intrudes on my ſolitude, and in ſome doletul 
knell, from a neighbouring ſteeple, often calls upon 
me to ruminate on coffins and funerals, graves, and 
gloomy ſepulchres : theſe diſmal ſubjects put me in the 
vapours, and make me ftart at my own ſhadow ; nor 
have I acquired any great degree of fortitude by turn- 


ing free thinker, and unlearning 


All that the nurſe, and all the prieſt have taught, 
| Mr. Poe. 


Vou have been too often of our party, not to know 


my brother is a very infide]: he has a ſort of vanity in 
making me a proſelyte, and freeing my mind from thole 


prejudices, as he calls them, and {ſuperſtitious notions, 
which govern a great part of the world; but as he 
finds me a little unwilling to reſign my immortality, 
he has furniſhed me with a ſyſtem of tranimigration, 
and the eternal wandering of the foul from one ſpecies 
of being to another. us 95 


However, I do not find myſelf a gainer by renounc- 
ing my creed, which allowed me to hope, that after the 
period of this mortal life, T might be an angel, or at 


leaſt equal to thoſe bright eſſences. | 

But by this fantaſtic ſcheme, to which my brother 
is making me a convert, my pretenfions are ſunk ; the 
utmoſt I can expect, when I have ſhifted my preſent 
exiſtence, is to grin in a monkey, or look demure in a 
broad-fac'd owl, or to fit a chattering magpye in a 
buſh; it is a chance among which of the animal race 1 
am to be numbered; whether I ſhall mount the air with 
the winged inhabitants, or crawl on the earth among 
my brother reptiles, or graze in the meadows with the 


| horned tribe. Indeed, I have no great ſtomach to graſs 
or hay, and as little inclination to fleep in a den, or 


ſtretch my hairy bulk on the dewy plain: but it is yet 
uncertain whether I am to ſtalk, or fly, or (vim; I am 
| Eo nn oe ua ti]! 
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till a* a loſs which of theſe various clans to greet : 
my 55 kindred, 

However, I am better pleaſed with being what I am, 
than any thing elle; I had rather be a celebrated toait 
fluttering at a ball among beaus and pretty fellows, 
than the moſt gaudy butterfly hovering with painted 
wings over a bed of tulips: it this ſhould be my en- 
tuing tate, it will be a mortifying deſcent from a god- 
dels to an inlect. 

And really there is e o gloomy and un- 
comfortable in theſe proſpects of futurity, that it I 
conſider them much longer, I fhall turn Chriſtian again, 
in defiance of my brother, and a learned unbeliever his 
companion, who are perpetually ridiculing my concern 
about a viſionary hereafter as they term it. 


Indeed, this would be the leaſt of my cares, were I 


not extremely at leiſure; but as 1 am, it is impoſſible 


for me to avoid being folicitous what tate attends me, 


when I refign this tranſitory life: for 1 muſt certainly 
die; Fam mortal beyond contradiction; this truth fits 
heavy on my ſoul; there is no flying its evidence, nor 


does this place afford any amuſement to divert the 


gloomy reflection. If I ſhould turn devotee, you 
would think it a more wonderful metamorphoſis than 
any I have named: but in all changes I am conſtantly 
your g, &c. | LauRa. 
P. S$::: I have a ſecret to tell you concerning my bro- 
ther, which you ſhall know in my next letter; for I 

am as impatient to diſcover it, as you can be to hear it. 

CCC 
To Aurelia. | 

I HAVE too much confidence in my dear Aurelia, to 

conceal any thing from her; nor can it be any injury 
to my brother to "iruft you with his character, and 
know him to be as great a libertine in his practice as 
his principles. 

But in whatever freedoms he has indulged himſelf, 
I mult own he has always endeavoured to give me a juſt 
lenſe of honour, and the decorum due to my ſex; while 
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he has taken pains to free me trom the reſtraints of re- 
ligion, he has left nothing unſaid on other motives, 
that might raiſe in me the tendereſt concern for a clear 
reputation: which made me the more relent his ſcan— 


dalous conduct, when I found he had a miſtrefs in his 


houſe, whom he had ſent hither two or three days be- 


fore we came: I knew not what to do, nor how to be- 
have myſelf in this exigence, till I found ſhe was ra- 


ther an object of compaſſion than repioach, and that 
ſhe came hither not to indulge an iniamous amour, but 


to ſhelter hericit from want, and tie retentment of her 
relations. 


She told me the tory of her misfortune, as well as the 
diſtreſs and confuſion ſie was in would permit; and 


alking me a thouſand pardons, ingenuoufly owned ſhe 
had engaged my brother to bring me with him, or not 


to follow her. 
I found her education had been ſtrictly modeit, and 


that ſhe was unacquainted with the vicious part of the 


world, She is hardly ſixteen, her name Charlotte, the 
only child of a noted citizen, who was utterly ruined 


in his affairs by a crafty Jew ze from the height of cre- 


dit the unhappy man found him! if funk into circum- 
ſtances of diigrace and indigence. 

This was a melancholy turn to Charlotte, juſt in the 
vanity of youthful expectations to find herſelf, from 


the affluence of fortune, ſo {uddenty reduced to poverty 
and contempt. My brother, whom ſhe had ſometimes 
ſeen with her father, but knew nothing of his character, 
took this unfortunate criſis to tempt Ker with rich pre- 
ſents, and fair promiſes, to leave her friends and retire 


to ſome private lodgings he had got for her. 

In this diſtraction of affairs, her father being under 
an arreſt, and all his effects ſcized, the was lurprited 
into a compliance with my brother's propoſal; nor did 
he give her time to reflect, or conſult any of her rela- 


tions, who toon got intelligence of this diſhonour, and 


{ent her a ſevere injunction to ſee their faces no more. 
This cruel mebage, with the lad tidings of her mo- 
| ther's 
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ther's death, that followed, and the full evidence that 
ſhe was deluded by my brother with feigned promis 
of marriage, had almoſt proved fatal to "ber life; nor 
could any argument allay her ſorrow, till her diſtreſſed 
lover engaged never to aſk any future favour of her, 
but what the niceſt virtue may grant. On this condi- 
tion, ſhe conſented to go to his new ſeat in the country, 
for indeed ſhe had no other refuge, He has kept his 
promiſe; the lodges in my apartment, and 1s treated by 
him with as much decency. as if ſhe was his ſiſter. 

I never thought ſuch a libertine would turn Plato. 
nick; it is an unuſual refinement, and, I believe, the 


firſt gallantry of this kind he ever practiſed ; but he 


has an eſteem, a tenderneſs for her; of which, by his 
dittolute manners, I always fancied him incapable. 

Her behaviour is really modeſt ; nor was there ever 
a more natural impreſſion of truth and innocence, than 
appears in her tace: her too credulous temper, and un- 
experienced years, have betrayed her into this ſtate of 


ſhame and miſery; of which (though too late) ſhe 


leems exquiſitely ſenſible. Since I began this letter, ſhe 
came into my cloſet, and, with a flood of tears, begged 
me to contrive ſome way to tree her from this danger- 
ous place. | 

But whither, ſhe card, can 1 fly? My friends 
will never receive me; nor have I the confidence to 
meet their reproaches : my crime has ſent a tender mo- 
ther weeping to her grave; it loads my father's hoary 
head with a heavier weight of ſorrow than all his other 
misfortunes. Love was not my excuſe, I am yet a 


ſtranger to that paſſion; it was a cowardice, it was fear 


of Poverty, a criminal diftruſt of celeſtial Providence 
I ſhould have begged, I ſhould have ſtarved, rather 


than have parted with my innocence on ſuch mercenary 


terms. However fincere my repentance is, it can; ſig- 


nify nothing, with regard to the world; the ſcandal 
will never be obliterated; I muſt either face the public 
contempt, or waſte my days in a joyleſs obſcurity, Put 


my condition in the belt light: would this falſe man, 
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as he promiſed, marry me, what opprobrious language, 
what terms of infamy, muſt I expect, in his intervals 
of chagrin! Beſides this, the impiety of his converla- 


tion terrifies me, while I hear him make a jeſt of thote 


ſacred ſubjects, for which I have been taught the higheſt 
veneration. I ſhould live happier with a wild Ame- 
rican.“ 9 5 | e 

I made her no reply; the reaſoning was too juſt to 


admit a contradiction; but this melancholy inftance 


makes me more than ever reſolved not to (urrender, nor 
even capitulate on any other terms, but thoſe of a Jaw- 


ful Engliſh wite. Adieu. LauRaA. 


L E I. 
"To Aurelia. | | 
Wnar mutable things we are! You will be ſur- 
prized to hear I am grown tond of the country, 
and bave acquired a relith tor its harmleſs deligats; I 


can talk to an echo, or liſten with great attention to a 
purling ſtream; I am in a fair way to make gariands, 
invoke the Mu les, and write paſtorals. Since you heard 
laſt from me, I have met with an agreeable adventure, 
that has given a tort of romantic turn to my imagin- 


ation, 
As I was taking my conſtant diverſion of riding on 


the downs, the evening being exceeding pleaſant, T- 


wandered ſome miles beyond my uſual limits, *till I 


came in fight of a venerable pile of building, which 


could be diſtinguiſhed from a church by nothing but 
the want of a ſteeple; every thing about it had an air 


of grandeur and antiquity. At fome vciicance from 


the houſe there was a thick wood, with feveral fine 
walks cut through it. 
I had a great inclination to rainble in thoſe agree- 


able ſhades; and alighting, ordered my footman to wait 


at the place where I left him. It was not long before 
I came to the centre of the foreſt, in which was a large 


graſs-plat of a circular figure, with a double row of 
p * Ame growing in the fame form round it: in the 
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middle of the green was a little mount, that, by ealy . 


!teps of turf, had a winding aſcent to the top, where 
food an arbour of jeſſamine, woodbine, and roſes, 
twiſted together with a ſort of elegant diſorder; the 
gaudy bloſſoms pleaſed the ſight, while their mingled 
iweets per fumed the ambient air. On the lower branches 
of the circling elm hungs ſeveral gilt cages, with a 
variety of ſinging birds in them, which were now chant- 
ing their evening ſongs, while a muſical flagelet, in 


clear and ſhrill reſponſes, anſwered from the delicious 


arbour. | | | | 15 

J began to think there were indeed ſuch things as 
enchanted foreſts, and vocal groves, or that the great 
Spirit of nature was ſolacing itſelf in thoſe innocent 
abodes; however, female curioſity led me on, 'till I came 
to the charming bower, where I found a well-dreſſed 
beautiful youth, of about ſeventeen, fitting with a flagelet 
in his hand: his complexion was a lively brunette, 
that diſgraced the lily and the roles; his dark hair fel] 
in large gracctu] curls below his neck; nothing could 


be more elegant than his ſhape and features; nor was 


there any meeting the ſplendour of his eyes, without 
being ſenſible of every darting glance. _ | 

I made ſome apology tor my intruſion, which he an- 
ſwered with an eaſy natural civility; nor could I per- 


ceive that my preſence gave him the leaſt ſurprize or 


confuſion: he received me with perfect compoſure, nor 
ſeemed to have any manner of curioſity to know whence 


I came, or whither I was going; nor to my great mor- 


tification did he aſk whether I was a mortal or a god- 
dels. 

It gave me ſome uneaſineſs, I confeſs, to find myſelf 
no more an object of furprize to one who, perhaps, 
had never ſeen any thing ſo fine in his life; for I was 
in a very rich habit, blazing with ſcarlet and gold, — 


You cannot imagine how it humbled my vanity, to ob- 


ſerve with what indolence and tranquility the young in- 
ſenſible looked at me; and the more, becauſe he did 
not ſcem to want wit or politeneſs, I was extremely 

4 1 | 7 dene 


2 


« 

FILE 

—— 
- 


„30 


Ix > 


wat SY 0 TTT N 
Fr N 9 7 ders = Ms 8 N f th NS ES 9 # 
ET es a ee CS 
—  — 4 g 


Cn 


2 SALES” 
S 
A 


e 


4 


lere 


. : ; : 8 E X 1 
„ 8 88 27 2 8 2 * 8 8 8 
. WV N A * F 
2 — — — D S U S > 
Yo, ex" * — — _. Py — |) © : 5 4 


ra amen 


— 
GOT 
— 
nne: 


5% 


= 


4.119 


2 
— 


— 


- 88 


- 
* 


— 
- 


rea ia enim 


—— 

LO Rae 
A 
2. 


2 
111 Fan ene 


rr 


: 
* 
5 
JM 
© GT 
LS, 
-,- a 


— 
5 A 
© 
* 
if 


eee 2 — 
3 
* 


- I 
3 


ED 


5 


ue 


23 W. 


WA 


a 


1 

2 28 N IT e ee 

- " N ie IT ee 3 Mt EO ae ny, rn * —_ GEE 5 2 5 * = | ah 

— tink P : ; N . | | | 
ö IE 4 1 4 2 es "$7 8 7 5 2 


myo 
* 


4 


1 


= 


. 


{ 


LAURA TO AURELIA. "UG 
vexed that at three-and-twenty he ſhould treat me 
with as much indifference and reſpect, as it I had been 
© his great-grandmother, 
F This ſedateneſs gave me a curioſity | to pry into his 
> ftudies; for I ſaw two books lie near the place where 
he fat: "when I opened them, I found one was, A Di 
courſe of the Government of the Paſſions; the other, A 
” Treatiſe of the Immortality of the Soul. 1 had nothing to 
ſay on thoſe grave ſubjects, but, after ſome formal dif- 
courſe of the fine ſituation of the place, I took my leave 
of it; the young philoſopher attending me to the limits 
of the wood, where I left mv ſervant; and there we 
parted, without any ſeeming reluctance on either tide. 
But Ion J had a reſtleſs curioſity to know the hiſ- 
tory of this lovely youth, and to whom the houſe be- 
longed; nor was it long before I received ſatisfaction 
trom a clergyman, that was riding the ſame road with 
me: he {aid—* The manſion was Sir Harry Lizzard's, 
a man of merit, and well acquainted with the world, at 
which he was now unreaſonably diſguſted, and grown 
folitary, on the account of the death of his eldeſt fon, 
to whom he had given a very, liberal education, and 
with a generous allowance ſent him into Italy, where 
his time was ſpent in a moſt diſſolute manner; 'till 
being unhappily engaged with a lewd woman, in a fit 
of jealouſy he ſhot himſelf through the head. This 
tragical event made Sir Harry reſolve to give his younger 
ſon a quite different education: indeed his character is 
entirely the reverſe of his elder brother's; he is remark- 
able for his early piety, and great proficiency in all -. 9 
ſorts of learning, having a very polite and ingenious 3 
perſon for his tutor: but Philocles (that is the younger | 
gentleman's name) has too great an allay of gravity for 
his early years, and is of fo retired a temper, that he is 1 
known by the title of The Handſome Hermit, as he is | fl 
indeed very handſome.” Fl 
Here the clergyman left me, overjoyed with this in- 
telligence. As ſoon as I got home, I related my ad- 
Venture to W who gave me but little attention, 
B b being, 
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290 | LETTERS PROM 
being, as I told you, in the utmoſt anxiety, at the 
manner of life to which ſhe was confined, I am, dear 
Aurelia, moſ7 ſincerely your's, &c. LAUR\, 


LETTER IV. 
To Aurelia, 


| GINCE you received my laſt letter, I have taken ane- 


ther ramble in Sir Harry Lizzard's foreſt. My bro- 
ther knows nothing of this adventure; and the firſt at- 
| ternoon that I found him engaged, I perſuaded Char- 
lotte to go with me; who was glad of any pretence to 
fly from her own gallant, though ſhe expreſſed but lit- 
tle curioſity to ſee mine. 

At the entrance of the grove we left the ſervants to 
wait with our horſes *till we returned. In my firſt vi- 
tit, I perceived, by Philocles's diſcourſe, that when 
the evening was fair, he conſtantly ſpent it in the 
charming bower, where we now found him reading 
Dr. YouNG's True Eſlimate of Human Life, with ſuch 
attention, he did not immediately {ee us, and ſeemed 
ſurprized at the encounter, 

It diverted me, to find his philoſophy diſcompoſed ; 
I began to flatter myſelf it was the effect of my charms : 
the hope of ſuch a conqueſt delighted me more than al! 
my paſt victories; it gave a ſudden vivacity to my 
t houghts, and reſolving, by my wit, to ſecure the con- 
queſt of my eyes, I began, with great gaiety, to rally 


him on his recluſe manner of lite, and loſing his gayeit 


hours in a joyleſs ſolitude. 

By this time the young Stoic had aſſumed his nn. 
tural ſuperiority ; and inſtead of replying, as I expect- 
ed, in a gallant and modith ſtrain, he talked to me of 
the ſatisfections of virtue, the tranquility of the mind 
in the rectitude of its paſſions; themes which, from 


another perſon, would have compoſed me better than 
a doſe of ac lauum. But here, 


| The grave rebuke, 
Severe in youthful beauty, added grace 
Invincible — | 


Like 


Like 
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Like the fallen angel in Milton, 
—- Abaſh'd I ſtood, 
And felt how awful goodnels is, and faw 
Virtue how lovely in her native ſhape! 


The glory that darted from his eyes, the agr eeable ac- 


cent, the moving eloquence that flowed trom thoſe roly 
lips, commanded my whole attention ; had he preached 


a fermon, I could patiently have liſtened to the bloom- 


ing orator, | | | 
0 ——From morn to noon, 

From noon to dewy eve, a ſummer's day, Milton. 
And yet I could not forbear, ſometimes, laughing at 
his gravity, and begging he would put himielr into 
holy orders: but he was not to be rallied out of his ſo- 


briety; nor could I poſſibly draw from him that flat- 


tery, with which, till now, I had been addreffed ; he 
ſeemed rather to have an inclination to humble my va- 
nity. 


while the tears, which ſhe ſtrove to conceal, would 
ſometimes drop from her eyes. Philocles, in every 
pauſe of converſation, ſurveyed her with looks that ex- 
preſſed great humanity : but I was in no diſpoſition to 
be jealous of any thing I looked on ſo interior to myſelf. 


However, my concern to conceal the affair from my 


brother, made me break off this converſation a little 
abruptly, that we might be at home at the uſual hour. 
As ſoon as ever we were got aione, I aſked Charlotte 
how ſhe liked The Handſome Hermit. Oh,” ſaid ſhe, 
with a tender emotion, that I had never ſeen him ?— 

Till now I was not ſenſible of the injury this barba- 
rian your brother has done me; he has cut me off from 
all the lawful joys of lite, from the pleaſure of a reci- 


procal affection for a man of worth and virtue: with 


my innocence J loſt a right to that happineſs. What! 
am I a proſtitute! a kept miſtreſs! Your brother's !— 
O infamy ! Your brother's wh--e!* 

© If you had not been that, ſaid I, © Charlotte, you 
had been a beggar.” i - 4 O en- 


Charlotte, the whole time, ſat in a penſive ſilence, 
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O envied title !* ſhe replied, O glorious Poverty ! 


thou haſt been the choice of ſaints and heroes; virtue 


has made thee her ſanctuary, her peaceful retreat. J 
could have fed on wholeſome vegetables, quenched my 


thirit at ſome chryſtal brook, indulged my harmlets 
{lumbvers on the verdant turf, undiſturbed with guilty 


tears. Pardon me," ſaid ſhe, recollecting herlelt, © theſe 
Paitzonate ſallies; I find myſelf more than ever undone, 
condemned to waſte my hours in ſullen obſcurity ; in 
the pride of life, the bloom of ſoft defires, to languiſh 
in ſolitary deſpair! My conſcience will not ſuffer me 


to gratify an unlawful paſſion ; nor ſhould any advan- 


tage, were my guilt a-ſecret, perſuade me to impole on 
a man of worth. I have been true even to this rake 
that has undone me, and fruftrated all my hopes of a 
lawful happinels.” 

That is, my brother has ſpoiled your marriage, 


' ſaid I: © but, dear Charlotte, why ſhould that thought 
afflict you, who intend to paſs your future time in pe- 


nitence and retirement? Has The Handſome Hermit al- 


tered your pious reſolutions ?? 


No, ſhe replied, © he has rather confirmed thaw : | 
never had the cauſe of virtue a more reſiſtleſs advocate; 
methinks I ſee the beauty that lightened in his face; 
I hear the charming accent ſtill; I felt the energy of 
his arguments; my ſoul gave its full aſſent to the ce- 
leſtial dictates: I wondered you could ſo often inter- 


rupt the graceful orator with your ill-timed raillery; 
I could have liſtened to his lecture of morality, 'till the 


midnight dews had fallen, till all the ſtars had ſet.” 


Pear Charlotte, ſaid I, forgive this interruption ; 


© I find you are in love: my intention is entirely fruſ- 


| trated of having your picture drawn as the fair peni— 


tent, with a lamp and prayer-book before you; I per- 
ceive you deſign yet to converſe among ſinful mortals, 


Will ye go with me to-morrow, to hear another lec- 
ture from the charming divine?” 


Rather, ' ſhe replied, let me retire to the Glent 
grave, to conceal my infamy : I would not deceive 
him 
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him with an air of innocence, while I am conſcious of 
my own diſhonour. I know myleit; this is the cribs 
of my milery ; nothing can obliterate this ſecret ſenſe 
of ſhame; I may retire from the public view, as it is 
my full reſolution: but what is a reſolution at ſixtcen? 
Without peculiar aſſiſtance from Heaven, I ſhall never 
conquer the dictates of love and nature: in tuis per— 
plexity, I muſt either marry ſome worthle!s wretch 
that knows my infamy, or deceive ſome man of merit, 
to whom it is a ſecret.“ „ 

Here ſhe burſt into a flood of tears, intreating me to 
write to an uncle ſhe had, to receive her into his ta- 
your, and let her live privately in his family. This I 
promiſed ; nor deſpair of prevailing. My concern for 
her makes me forget it is time to tubtcribe my ſelf p9ur 


pumble ſervant, es LAURA. 
n 


N To the fame. _ 
CHARLOTTE, to her great latisfaction, has this 
morning left us, and is gone to her uncle, who 
was eaſily perſuaded to receive her, after he was affured | 
of the ſincerity of her penitence: but I found it « harder 
taſk to prevail with my brother to reſign the idol of bis 
affections; though he loſt nothing by her abienc?, but 
the pleaſure of gazing on her. . | | 
I am in pain *till you know the {cque] of my adven- 
ture with Philocles, who, fince I writ Jatt has leveral 
times, by appointment, met me in the delicious bower 
but (till, to my great vexation, he appeared inlenfidle. 
of any tender impreſſion ; I could diſcern nothing in 
his converſation, but a pious deſign to convert me to 
Chriſtianity, and convince me of the folly of the new 
ſcheme, to which my brother had made me a proleiyte, 
But the laſt time we met, T oblerved a ſoft confuſien 
in his looks, till after a long paule (which I had no 


mind to interrupt) © I am going,” ſaid he, „to ſet my- 


ſelf in a very ridiculous light to one of your character: 


but I am content to pals tor an enthuſiait, till the 


event convinces you of the truth of what I ſhall relate. 
5 = Bb 3 | «It 
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If a domeſtic tradition may be credited, there has | 


no perfon died out of our family, but what has had a 
warning of their approaching fate, by hearing muſic 
paſſing through the houſe in the dead filence of the 
night, which is heard by none but the perſon concerned : 
my mother and ſiſter both foretold their own death from 


this preſage. I ſee you ſmile,” continued Philocles, © but 


I have had the ſame warning, and am ſuperſtitious 


enough to credit it. Laſt night ſome trifling diſorder 


kept me waking; my thoughts however were placid 


and ſerene; ſome verſes, I had heard my fifter repeat in | 
her laſt ſickneſs, came freſh into my memory 


While night in ſolemn triumph reigns, 
Aſcend, my ſoul, the heav'nly plains ; 
Thy flight to thoſe gay regions take; 
Angels and God are ſtill awake. 
The ſmiling ſtars will light thy way 
To the gladſome realms of day. 
While diowſy men with 1dle themes, 
Fantaſtic joys, and airy dreams, 
Are entertain'd ; do thou converſe 
With Heav'n, and heav'nly ſtrains rehearſe; 
Viſit the peaceful climes above, 
And through the fields of pleaſure rove; 
Forget the ſcenes of care and ſtrife, | 
And walk among the trees of lite : 
Taſte the rich fruits of Paradiſe, | 
And bathe in flowing ſtreams of bliſs ; 
Solac'd in thoſe eternal ſprings, 
Loſe ev'ry thought of mortal things. | 
_ © Juſt as I had repeated thele verſes, I was ſerenaded 
by an inviſible muſician, with the ſweeteſt ſtrains that 
ever delighted mortal ears: the harmonious echo ſeemed 
to paſs from room to room, *till it came into my 
chamber ; where, after a ſhort ſpace, it funk away in a 
gentle cadence. 8 | 
© I knew my obſequies were now ſung, and heard 


the fatal ſummons without ſurpriſe : death was a theme 


familiar to my thoughts, as I neither expected or de- 
fired to reach the decline of lite.” ==" & Wb 
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4 liſtened to this ſtory as to a fairy tale, or a ſort of 
waking dream. As gravely as he told it, I could not 
forbear laughing. 
This, Madam, ſaid he, is what I expected; but 
it will not make me leſs ſerious on a ſubject of ſuch im- 


portance. You have often rallied me on a manner of 


lite ſo unſuitable to my years ; perhaps it may be more 
the effect of reaſon than inclination. My brother's tra- 
gical end convinced me of the fatal effects of love, and 
made me reſolve never to admit that diſtracting paſſion 
to my breaſt: but, whatever oppolition I have made, 
my heart has not been inſenſible of your charms, nor 
with all my philoſophy ſufficiently guarded againſt the 
allurements of love and ſoft defire, Even now, when 1 
find myſelf diſengaged from every other care, I have 
the utmoſt ſolicitude tor your a J am diſtreſſed 
to leave you in this ſtate of infidelity; for this is the 
laſt interview we ſhall have, unleſs I am permitted to 
make you a viſit from the immortal regions, in order to 
convince you, that the hopes of * are no de- 


luſion.“ 


This propoſal,” ſaid I, charms me; there would 


be no reſiſting ſuch evidence.* I hope you will prove 
a ghoſt of honour, and not fail the aſſignation, which 
on my {ide ſhall be punctually kept, on condition you 


appear in open day light, and dreſſed in your celeſtial 


finery. With theſe circumſtances T may venture to 


promiſe you, neither to run away, nor fall into fits. 


The place of your reception, though not perhaps ſuit- 


able to your future dignity, ſhall be a painted alcove, 
fronting a walk ſhaded with limes at the end of my 
brother's garden.” 

The gaiety,” replied Philocles, « with which you 
treat this ſubje&t, perſuades me you have courage 
enough to be as good as your word: which is the laſt 


and only favour I have to aſk. I muſt now bid you 


farewel, and in the retirement of my cloſet prepare to 


make my exit with a fortitude becoming thole ſacred 
principles, to which I have adhered.“ lere 
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Here with a tender confuſion in his looks, he ab. 
ruptly left the place, and gave me leiſure to reflect on 
the odd converlation that had paſſed: but as viſionary 
as ſome part of it appears, I would tain believe the 
loft confeſſion he made is no fiction, for I find my- 
ſelf exceſſively in love; but this ſhall be a ſecret to the 
young enthuſiaſt, till he has got over this ſplenetic fit, 


which, as whimſical as it appears, gives me a ſecret 


uneaſineſs: he has has certainly infected me with ſome 
religious panics; J have loſt my taſte for every kind of 
diverſion ;z company is moleſting, and ſolitude tireſome; 
ſelt-reflection diſtracts me; whether I look forward or 
backward, the proſpect is all confuſion. But I ſhall 
expule myſelf, by owning theſe weakneſſes to one of 
your en Adieu, Sc. LauRA. 


LET TE R VI. 

Jo Aurelia. 
O. my Aurelia! I have ſurpriſing things to tell 
you! The lovely Philocles is dead; his preſages 
were too certain: about a week after our last interview, 
J heard the melancholy tidings, that Sir Harry Lizzard 
had loſt his only ſon by a ſudden death. The charm- 
ing youth was impatient of mortality, and is gone to 

converſe with his kindred angels. 


| You will wonder to hear me treat thoſe ſubjects ſe- 


riouſly, which I have till now ridiculed; it is a change 


that I myſelf can hardly credit; I never imagined my 


inclinations were ſo tenderly engaged, nor that any 


| Kind of adverſity could have made fuch an alteration 


in my temper, 

After the firſt emotions of grief were over, I recol- 
lected the appointment we had made, but rather wiſhed 
than believed ſuch an interview poſſible; however, my 
mind was is prepared for conviction; I began to reaſon 


If there's a power above, 

He muſt delight in virtue, 

And that which he delighis i in muſt be happy. 
| 1 found 
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I found myſelt now intereſted in the truths of Chriſ- 


_ tianity ; the firm belief of a life everlaſting would in 


this exigence have been my greateſt conſolation z my 
hopes and fears prevailed by intervals, and kept me in 
the moſt tormenting ſuſpenſe, while I waited for the de- 
ciſive hour. As ſoon as it came, without any conſter- 
nation, J attended at the appointed place. 

It was a charming retreat, where art and luxurious 
nature diſplayed their various beauttes; the evening 
was ſtill, the fun in golden ſplendour deicending to the 


weſtern ſkies, glittered through the trees: every thing 


looked gay ; new lite and beauty appeared on all the 


vernal proſpect; the plants put on a freſher green, the 


flowers di'played a brighter hue, and diffuſed am- 
brotial fragrancy : nature ſeemed animated with a con- 
ſcious joy, as gladdened at the approach of ſome hea- 
venly power, - 5 8 
An unuſual alacrity inſpired my thoughts, and 
ſoothed my ſoul with a ſecret delight; while a ſoft me- 
lodious ſound, riſing by juſt degrees, filled the region 
round with tranſporting harmony. | | 
In the height of theie agregable agitations, as the 
roly morning breaks from a cloud, the charming Phi- 
locles ſtood apparent before me: there was ſomething 
in his aſpect lo ſerene and beneficent, ſuch a ſweetneſs 
and affability, that baniſhed every thought of fear, and 
filled my breaſt with divine tranquillity ; ineffable plea- 
fure ſparkled in his eyes; youth in eternal triumph 
far on his brow, and painted his face with a roſy bloom; 
his temples were circled with a wreath of celeſtial roſes, 
which were mingled among his flowing hair, with a 
fort of ornamental negligence. V5 
After a ſhort pauſe, he began with a voice that 
would have allayed the anguiſh of death, and charmed 
the wildeſt diſcord into calm attention; every accent 
breathed ccleitial love and harmony, while he defcribed 


the bowers of bliſs, the ſoft receſſes and manſions of im- 


But 1t is impoſſible for me to paint the beautiful 
1 9 | - | ideas, 
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ideas, or imitate the emphaſis of his language; the 
powers of eloquence fat on his tongue, and commanded 
ail the motions of my foul, which at that bliſsful pe- 
riod feemed enlarged in its ſuperior faculties; every 
word was penetrating and ſignificant; his manner per- 
tectly graceful and tranſporting; in his deſcriptions 1 
faw the glories, I telt the joys of immortality, But 
in the midſt of my attention to the ſparkling orator, I 
could not help obſerving, that he oiten caſt his eyes on 
the ſhadow of a dial, which was placed on the top of a 
little marble vedeſtal, on which, with a becoming geſ- 


ture he leaned with his right- band. I fancied his time | 


was limited; for, at the laſt glance I ſaw him caſt on 
the dial, he vaniſhed, and with him all my joys. 

This momentary view of celeſtial beauty has ob- 
ſcured all earthly glory! never will the fun diſcloſe a 
ſcene of pleaſure to my fight ; the vanities which lately 
amuſed me have loft their charms; my thoughts are 
fixed on ſuperior objects; a divine and immortal ardour 


inſpires my ſoul, and determines all its motions : with 


the evidence I now have of a future exiſtence, my no- 
tions of happineſs are refined and enlarged, my hopes 
bright and unlimited. 

Adieu, my dear Aurelia! I am not without hopes, 
that this relation will have the ſame effe& on your prac- 
tice, as the heavenly viſion has on that of, Madam, 


your moſt humble ſervant, VV 


AMORET TO CORISCA, 
FROM the black regions, from the mournful plains, 
Where horror in eternal triumph reigns; | 
From the low caves of Hell, the dens of night, 
Far from the frontiers of celeſtial light; 
This from the wretched Amoret receive, 
And at my coſt theſe dreadful truths believe. 


That 'tis no fiction pious men adore, 
But there's indeed a juſt Almighty Pow'r; 
That human ſpirits after death ſurvive, 
And to interminable ages hve; 
That fields of light, and bleſt ethereal plains, 
| Are © no conceits of NRonary brains; 
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But there are happy bow'rs and ſhades of love, 
With pure exhaultleſs ſprings of joy above; 
Immortal crowns the virtuous to reward, 
And glorious triumphs for the juſt prepar'd. 


Nor queſtion the ſurpriſing truths I tell, 
While I the ſecrets of the deep reveal; 
For hell is no enthuſiaſtic dream, 
No ſtateſman” strick, nor poet's fab lous theme. 


No pious fraud, or mercenary lye 


Of ſubtle prieſts; to gain the conſcience by; 


Tis all too ſadly true which they maintain, 
And far beyond whate'er the poets feign, 


Ol ftreams of liquid fire, and burning lakes, | / | 
Infernal gibbets, and eternal racks, | \ | 


Gorgons, chimeras, furies, and their ſnakes; 
No moral can a juſt conception frame, 


Nor find for halt the terrors here a name. 


Then ſhun the flow? ry paths that dow nward tend; 


To hell they lead, and in damnation end; 


Fly from the ſnares of that enchanting Gin, 


Whole fatal joys have my perdition been. 


Like thee, with all the pride of beauty gay, 


In looſe delights I lately fpentethe day 
Like thee accompliſh'd, and like thee admir'd, 


Mine eyes the ſavage and polite inſpir'd, 


| Whene'er I ſpoke my wit ue conqueſt won, 


Thouſands came here by my loft airs undone, 
With wild ſurprize my alter'd looks they view, 


And with loud curſes {till my flight purſue, 
For learn, before too late, licentious fair, 
Fach face does here an equal horror wear, 
And, undittinguiſh'd, youth and age appear; 


Depriv'd of ev'ry charm, and ev'ry grace, 
We all deicend to this deteſted place. 
Liluſtrions Helen, once the Grecian pride, 

In tolding ſhades her hated form would hide; 
And conſcious Thais fears to be deſcry'd. 


1 ſaw them lately by the trembling gleams, 


The pale blue light of inauſpicious flames; 

No bluſhes paint their checks, their wanton eyes 
No more with Love's contagious darts ſurprize, 3 
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IF | Raſh Cleopatra mourns her haſly doom, 
1 And glides a hideous ſpectre thro? the gloom. 
Fam'd Julia through the crowd's no longer known, 
' Ev'n Ovid's eyes her blaſted charms diſown, 


1 Curs'd be the arts that did my ſoul N 
0 | And lead my caſy virtue firſt aſtray; , | 
| Tis paſt—and my repentance comes too late; | 'L 
Wi But thou may'ſt yet avoid this cruel fate. | | 
FE Perfidious beauty, quit the roads of vice; 

j Its ſmooth deſcents to certain death entice, 


1 6 Like Dives, from th' infernal coaſts I ſend, 
' | To warn my careleſs unbelieving friend; 

For thou, while yet a lovely guiltleſs maid, | 
To fin, by my example waſt betray'd; wm | I 
And ſhould'it thou to theſe mournful regions come, | 

*Twould 8 * my heavy doom. 
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him, and her readineſs to attend him in his laſt Voyage 
to Spain; and then relates how he loſt his Life in her 
Defence, in that unfortunate Engagement with an Alze- 
rine Corſair, wherein ſhe was taken a Priſoner, and af- 
terwards made a Slave to a Baſſa. The Purport of the 


remaining Part of the Letter is to diſſuade her from the 
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| licentious Manners, and of the thouſand Dangers, to 


which, through his Means, her Virtue would be ex- 
poſed. 


XI. Another to the ſame; in wh ks firſt 5 
her on her Recovery from a dangerous Fit of Sickneſs, 


3 then diſcovers the diſingenuous Behaviour and Per— 


ſidioufneſs of one of her Brother” s profligate Compa- | 


nions, who made his Addreſſes to her, though privately 


married to a young Lady, whom he had ungratefully | 


abandoned ta Miſery and Deſpair, 

XII. From Cleander to his Brother, endeavouring to re- 
claim him from his extravagancies, by giving him a full 
Account of the cowardly Manner, in which one of bis 


diſſolute, atheiſtica] N ons, reſigned his Life in a 


foreign 
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foreign Country; concluding with ſome pathetical Re- 
prehenſions of his ill Conduct. 

XIII. To Climene, from „giving her timely Warn- 

ing to ſhun the Addreſſes of the pertidious Alcander, to 
whoſe Vows and Proteſtations if ſhe once, liſtened, ſhe | 
was ruined beyond Redemption. 

, to his Silter, demonſtrating the Un- 

reaſonableneſs of her Grief on account of his ſudden 

Death; ſince it was an immediate T1 anſition to a State 

of Immortality and endleſs Bliſs, ; | 


XV. From Philander to Henrietta, giving her an Account 


of his being drowned in his Voyage to the Indies; of 
his Paſſage through the mighty Waters, to the planetary 
Regions; and of his Progreſs from thence to the Man- 
lions of the Blefſed ; whoſe Pleaſures are everlalting, 

unutterable, and beyond Deſcription. 

XVI. To my Lord , from Serena, perſuading him 

not to imagine that all Apparitions are the Reſult only 
of Fear and Fancy; to liſten to her Advice, and make 
Preparation for his Death, ſince in a few Weeks his laſt 
Hour would infallibly be determined. 

XVII. From Ibrahim, a Turkiſh Baſſa, to Philocles, 

| — acknowledging that he was the principal inftrument of 
his Converſion to the Chriſtian Faith, and defiring him 
to ranſom a beautiful Grecfan Slave. whom he had ſe- 
_ duced in his Life- time, and prevailed on to renounce her 


moſt holy Religion. 
| XVIII. From the deceaſed Euſebius to his Son, charging 


| him to retract a Challenge which he had ſent to Linda- 
mor, his generous Friend, whoſe Sincerity was his only 
Crime; and not ſhamefully to eſpouſe the Cauſe of a 
| licentious Beauty, who had neither Virtue nor Reputa- 
tion to defend. 


: XIX. To my Lord - — Wan Mariana, his deceaſed 


Wife, perſuading him to be juſt to his Obligations to the 
| injured Sylviana, and to ſet Bounds to thoſe vicious In- 
clinations which he had indulged fince her Death with- | 
out Reluctance and Controul. 


XX. From Theodoſius to Varrius, diſſuading him from 


the Purſuit of an Amour with the beautiful Cleora, 
which, as ſhe was the Wife of his generous BenefaQor, 


mult inevitably plunge her into Guilt and Infamy, and 
| „ GD JP”: 
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brand bimfelf with the ignominious CharaQer of being 
perfidious and ungrateful 1 to the beſt of — : 


THOUGHTS ON DEATH, 


Tranſlated from the Moral Eſſays of Meſſieurs Du Port 
Royal. 


LETTERS MORAL AND ENTERTAINING. 
PART 1. 


| ROM Philario to Chomont, giving a parti- 
Lerres I F. cular Account of his unhappy Amour 


with Amaſia. 


II. From Callander to a Genelec at Venice, relating 
all the aggravating Circumſtances of a barbarous Murder, 


which he committed in a fit of Jealouſy, on an imagi— 

nary Rival; and deſcribing, in the moſt pathetic Terms, 
his Remorſe of Conſcience for ſuch a flagrant Violation 
of the Laws of Friendſhip and Humanity, 


: III. To Belinda, from Sylvia, ingenuouſly confeſſing that 


a guilty paſſion was the real Cauſe of her ſudden Retire- 


ment into the Country; and relating the particular Man- 


ner of her avoiding the fatal Effects of it, and the inef- 
fable Satisfaction which ſhe found in the ſecret Appro- 


bation of her own Conduct dee the continuation of her 


Story in Vol. II. 


IV. To Euſebius, from Philander, acknowledging the 


Obligations he had Jaid him under, by working a Re- 


formation both in his Principles and Manners, In this 


Letter is introduced a beautiful Rhapſody, inſcribed, 
To the Unknown Gop.? 
V. To Mrs. 


her, and her Remorſe of Conſcience on the Reflection of 
her ill Conduct, 


VI. To my Lord —, from Evander, demonſtrating the 


vaſt Advantages of a virtuous Man over a Libertine, 
ſuppoſing his Expectations of future Bliſs ſhould prove a 


Fiction, and Chriſtianity ſhould a nothing more than 2 


mere Delubon, | TED VII. 


from Amoret, giving an Account of 
| her criminal Paſſion for Sebaſtian; and deſcribing in the 
moſt moving Terms, the manner in which he ſeduced 
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VII. From Herminius to his Siſter, acquainting her, that 
he had once a criminal Paſſion for Cleora; but that her 
oft and engaging Behaviour towards Philarct her Huſ- 
hand, and her juſt Neglect of all his amorous Addretles 
to her; had made him a Proſelyte to Virtue, 

VIII. From Bellamour to Carlos, relating the Story of 
his Paſſion for Almeda, and the unexpected Interrup— 
tion of his Happineſs, by a raſh Oiter of his Services to 
another Lady, in Hopes of being rejected. See the Con- 
tinuation of this Story in Vol. It. 


IX. To Philario, from the Duke of — reflecting with 


the utmoſt Reluctance and Remorſe, in the Agonies of 
Death, on his nul-ſpent Life, and his open Violation of 
all Things ſacred. 

x. From Celadon to Amaſia, reproaching her with hav- 
ing ſeduced him into a criminal Converſation with her, 
notwithſtanding the infinite Obligations he lay under to 
ber Huſband, who was his Guardian, Beneſactor, and 
beſt of . | 

XI. To my Lord „from Philander, on the Pleaſures 
of Retirement, and the Vanity of Riches, and the moſt 
illuſtrious Titles; in which is introduced a beautiful 

| Soliloquy, addreſſed to the Great Spirit of Nature. 

XII. To Myrtillo, from Leander, a Phyſician, giving 
him an Account of his fabling in Love with a fair 
Stranger in the Country; in which is introduced a poe- 

| tical Deſcription of the Place where he. firſt ſaw her, 
and of the Goddeſs he adored. | 

XIII. Another to the ſame, giving an Account of his | 
Miſtreſs's Illneſs, his accidental Attendance on her, her 
Contempt of all earthly Enjoyments, and her laſt dying 
Words, which had made too deep an ee on his 
Mind ever to be eraſed. | 

XIV. From Myrtilla to Hermione, giving her an Account 
of her Brother's Paſſion for her; the ſevere Obligations 
her Father laid him under of ſeeing her no more; his 
paſſive Obedience to thoſe paternal Injunctions, and his | 
Death, which was conſequent thereupon. 

XV. From to , acknowledging that the Virtnes 


of ſome Heathens were very ſurprizing, and that his 

Friend had in his Letter ſet them in a very fair and ad- 

| vantageous Light, In ks, he ſends his Foes 45 
cloſe 
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IV. From 


V. From 
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cloſed a beautiful Hymn to the Name of Jesus, in op- 
poſition to the moſt accompliſhed of his Pagan Heroes. 
XVI. From Lady Jane Gray to Lord Guilford Dudley. 
A poetical Farewel. 
XVII. From his Lordſhip to the Princeſs, An affec- 
tionate poetical Anſwer to the foregoing. 


XVIII. From Albanus to Mrs. ——, affuring the Lady 


that ſhe had wrought a wonderful Reformation in him, 
and convinced him that Virtue was more than an empty 
Name, was a ſacred Reality, and that the Goddeſs 
ſhone brighteſt when ſhe put on the Roy al Form of our 
late Queen Caroline. 


LETTERS TO CLEORA. 


7 | "ROM „to Cleora. On the Pleaſures 
LETTER I. | 
Su of Retirement. | 
II. From to the ſame, complaining of the Short- 

_ neſs of her laſt Epiſtle. 

III. From to the ſame, excuſing her Neglect of 


Writing, ſince ſhe had no entertaining Subject in her Re- 
tirement to enlarge upon. | 
to the ſame, acknowledging the Favour of 
her laſt; and aſſuring her, that, in her Opinion, Death 
| would have a diſmal View, if an Immortality beyond 
it did not brighten the Scene, | 


„to the ſame, confeſſing that her Reflec- 
tions on Death were very juſt; and that ſhe was glad to 
find her return to a Subject which moſt of her Sex en- 
deavoured to avoid. 

VI. From to the ſame, aſſuring her, that ſhe had 


1 nothing temarkable to communicate; and that ſhe lived 


as retired as thoſe who ſleep in their Graves. 

VII. From ——— to the ſame, aſſuring her, that as her 

Thoughts on this World and the next are fo juſt, ſhe 
compaſſionates her Manner of Life; concluding with this 
moral Reflection, that all our cager Purſuits after earthly 
Enjoyments, are no more than the amuſing ourſelves 
with a vain Succeſſion of Shadows. 

VIII. From to the ſame, acknowledging, that the 
principal Motive of her Writing is to extort an Anſwer; 

having nothing to entertain herlelf with, much leſs her 


F riend, 


1 


LETTER I. 


CONTENTS. vii 
LETTERS TO THE AUTHOR. 


O the Author, from Cleora, confeſſing, 

that, though the Thoughts of Death might 
be ſerene, and agrecable enough to ſome; yet 'twas 
with Reluctance ſhe parted with : any Thing here below; 
and dreaded to enter on a Wor 1d unknown, trom whence 
none return to tel} us what they find it. 

II. To the ſame, diſcommeuding her living aways a 
Recluſe, and giving her an Invitation to Town. 

III. To the fame; giving her an Account how ſhe em- 
ploys her Time in her Garden, and inviting her to her 
Country Seat. 


IV. To the lame, on the Vanity of all lab lente Faber 


ments. 

V. Io the tene, lamenting the Loſs of my Lord x @ 
ſincere Friend, an honelt Man, and an n Com- 
panion; coneluding with ſerious Refle -Rions on the Ad- 
vantages of his Change. 


VI. From Iris to Clorinda, aſſuring her, that the Irre- 


gularity of her Paſſions is the true Cauſe of her Melan- 

choly; that her Thoughts and Actions are 1nconhitent, 
fince ſhe cannot forbear purluing the Pleaſures of the 
World, though the knows them to be fleeting and 
_ worthleſs. N 


VII. From Emilia to Almira, giving hes an — of 
the Death of the unhappy Teraminta, with the ſecret 


_ Hiſtory of her criminal Paſhon for Alon?o, one of her 
Huſband's Dependents. 


VIII. From Anaſtaſia to the Lord ——, informing him 
of her Retreat to a Convent, to avoid his Importunities. 


IX. From Diana to Leonora, giving her an Account of 
her Recovery from a tedious Fit of Sickneſs, and a hvely 


Deſcription of the Pleaſures of Health; concluding with 


ſerious Reflections on the ſmall Confolati tions which 
earthly Enjoyments afford us upon a Death-Bed, 
X. From Bellamour to Lyſander, giving him the ſecret 


Hiſtory cf Rofella and Alphonſo, —See the Continuation : 


of her Story 1n V ol, II. 
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LETTERS MORAL AND ENTERTAINING, _ 


| + A WM $I | 
O Lady Sophia, from Roſalinda, a young 
L Lady of Quality, relating the true Occa- 
ſion of her flying from France, and leaving her Father's 
Houſe in the Diſguiſe of a Country Girl; of ber Arrival 


in England, by the Aſſiſtance of a faithful Friend; of 


her Progreſs to a Country Farm-houſe; of her Recep- 


tion there, as a Servant; in which is introduced a beau- 


tiful Deſcription of a Country Life; and, laſtly, of her 


innocent Amour with a beautiful modeſt Youth, Who 


lived in an adjacent Village. 


11. To the ſame, returning her Ladyſhip many Thanks 
for all her ſolemn Profeſſions of Friendſhip, and her 


- agreeable Raillery on her new Country Gallant; and aſ- 
ſuring her, that ſhe is as perfectly at caſe and contented 


with her new Station, as when ſhe lived in Aﬀuence, 


and the Sunſhine of a Court. 35 
II. To the ſame, aſſuring her of her firm Reſolution to 
live for ever in her State of Obſcurity, rather than return 


tio her Father, and be obliged to renounce her Religion, 


See the Sequel of her Story in the firſt Letter of Part III. 
IV. From Lavinia to Laurinda, giving. her an Account of 
her viſit to Cleomira, and the Effects of it. 


V. To Belinda trom Sylvia, giving her the Sequel of her 


Story, reſated in the third Letter of the fi:ſt Part of theſe 
Moral Letters. Ws | 


VI. From Emilia to Leticia, giving her an Account of the 


Death of Amanda; her Character at large, and the little 


Concern ſhe ſhewed in her IIIneſs for the Things of | | 


another World. 


VII. Leticia's Anſwer to Emilia, in which ſhe firſt Tg 


flects on the Unhappineſs of ſuch an Education as Aman- 


_ da's, and then introduces a beautiful Poem on Solitude, 
inſcribed to Mrs. „ fo 


VIII. From Emilia to Leticia, with Thanks for her laſt 


ſeafonable Poem; an Account of her Brother's Death, 
and of the Alleviation of her Grief by his Appearance to 
her in an angelic Form. | | 


IX. Leticia to Emilia, in which ſhe firſt gives an Account 


of her being at the Play, and ſeeing the Princeſs Royal 
| | | „ there, 
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there; then enters into the Character of her Highnels, 
which ſhe ſets in the faireſt Light; and introduces at lat 
a Poem on bcauty, 


X. To my Lord ——, from Lyſander, oiving a Relation 


of the tragical End of his atheiſtical Valet de Chambre; 
with a true Copy of a penitential Letter wintten dy hum: 
after Death, 

XI. To his Lordſhip, from the ſame; in Which is in- 
cloſed a Poem, intitled, + The Invocation.” 

XII. The Sequel of the Story of Roſella, related in the tenth 
Letter of the firſt Part of Letters Moral and Entertaining, 
XIII. From Iſabella to Serena, giving an Account of her 
contracting an intimate Acquaintance with Semanthe, 
who, contrary to her Expectations, proved a falſe Friend, 

and betrayed her moſt important Secrets. 

XIV. From Melinda to Oriana, giving an Account of her 
Departure from her Brother's Houſe, and the real Occa- 
ſion of it; of her hiring herſelf to a Merchant's Lady, in 
order to conceal herſelf, and of the generous Treatment 

| ſhe met with from her Maſter and Miſtreſs. 

XV. From —— to Euſebius, ſhewing a generous Con- 
tempt of all ſublunary Enjoyments, in the ſure and cer- 
tain Hopes of a bleſſed Immortality. 

XVI. The Story of Olinda and Sephnonia. Tranſlated from 
Ta ſſo's Jeruſalem. _ _ 

XVII. From Bellamore, relating the Sequel of bis Paſ- 
hon for Almeda, mentioned in the eighth Jetter of the 
fir{t Part of Letters Moral and Entertaining. | 

XVIII. From Hermione to Lady Mary, her Siſter, juſt 
before her Death. 

NIX. To ——, from Ari giving an Account of the 
ſudden Death ol his new Bride, Erminia, who was ſur- 
prized with the fatal Meſſage of Death in the Chapel, 
while the ſacred Rites were performing. _ 

XX. From Clerimont to Lycidas, on the ark of all 
ſublunary ary ee and the ſubſtantial Pleaſures of 
an Immortal State. 

XXI. To the Earl of ——, from Antonio, acknowlJedg- 
ing the Raſhneſs and Folly he was guilty of in ſending. 
his Friend a Challenge, and the Generoſity of his Adver- 
fary in ſparing his Lite after the Engagement. 


XXII. To Valerius, from an Engliſh Merchant, giving an 


Account of his redeeming oue Orramel, the only ſon of 
| a wealthy 
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a wealthy Baſſa in Conſtantinople ; and of the friendly 
Return made him by the grateful Mahometan. 


LETTERS MORAL AND ENTERTAINING. 

FAR T III. IRE 5 

O Lady Sophia, from Roſalinda, with a 

Levren I. 1 Font bat of of her Storv, related in the 8 

firſt, ſecond, and third Letters, of the ſecond Part of 

Leiters Moral and Entertaining. 

II. Another to the ſame, being the Concluſion of the fore- 

going Romance; in which is introduced a beautiful Paſ- 
toral Dialogue, on the Works of the Creation. 

III. A third io the ſame, giving her an Account of the 

Death of her Friend Sally; with an exact Copy of the 

| Letter which ſhe wrote ſome few Days before her Deceaſe. 


IV. To Carlos from Alcander, relating his criminal En- 


gagement with the beautiful Aſpaſia, and the happy Stop 
put to the Execution of it by the Receipt of a Letter 
from Philander, her Huſband, his intimate Friend, and 
generous Benefactor. 


V. Another to the ſame, with a beautiful Tranflation of 


Taſſo's Enchanted Foreſt. 
VI. From — to Albanus, endeavouring to * 
ſtrate, that a virtuous Life is preferable to all the Allure- 
ments of Senſe; in which is introduced a Poem on Hap- . 
pineſs. | 
VII. From Lindamor to Lucius, with an OP on "PRIN 


VIII. From Silviana, giving an Account of her Manner 


of Life before her Marriage with the Earl of 
IX. From Theophilus to Mr. 3 with a poetical 


Meditation on Death. 
X. From Ariel to the Lady ——, on the Wonders of che 


immortal World. 


XI. From Amintor to Euſebius, giving an Account of 


his Marriage with the Lady Diana ——, and of her ſud- 
den Death, which blaſted all his promiſed Happineſs; 
of his Travels afterwards, in order to divert his Melan- 
choly, which proved ineffectual; concluding with ſeve- 
ral ſerious Reflections on the immutable State of * 
neſs which attends the Practice of Virtue. 

XII. Another to the ſame, with a Divine Poem on our 
Saviour's Nativity. 

4. From Lemira, to her Brother in France; giving 

1 him 
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him a particular Detail of her Lover's Misfortunes; con- 
cluding with a Poem on the Divine Veracity. 

XIV. From Evander to Herminius, with a Poem on Di- 
vine Love. 

XV. From Polydore to Alonzo, giving bim vn Account 
of his accidental meeting with his old Miſtreſs Aurelia; 
of her Fal ſehood to him, and her criminal Converſation 
with Caſſander; of his tyrannical Freatment of her, and 
her ſincere Repentance of her ii! Conduct. 


XVI. From Roſamond to Henry II. a poetical War 


tion with him on Account of their criminal Converſa- 
tion. Imitated from Drayton. | 
XVII. To the Duke of Suffolk, from Mary Queen of 
France. An Imitation of Drayton' s Epiftle. The Prin- 
_ ceſs Mary, Henry VIII's younger Siltsr, being in Love 
with the Duke of Suffolk, was, for public "Realons, 
married to Lewis XII. of France, who died in fx 
Months after, The Queen, being again at Liberty, 
writes the following Epiſtle to the Duke, her firſt Lover, 


KVIII. From Penelope to ah rag A Tranſlation from 


Ovid. 


SIX LETTERS FROM LAURA TO AURELIA. 


LZTTER I. ROM Laura to Aurelia, firſt inveighing 


Account of his Syſtem of Tranſmigration concluding 
with her Diſlike of his Scheme, and her Unwillingneſs b--- 
renounce her Proſpects of an immortal State. 


II. To the ſame, giving an Account of her Brother” 8 


criminal Paſſion for Charlotte, his peculiar Treatment of 
her, and her Deteſtation both of him and his! Impious | 
Converſation, 

III. To the ſame, giving her an Account of Ker being re · 
conciled to a rural Life; and of her Adventure with the 
handſome Hermit. | 

IV. To the ſame, giving her a Relation of a ferbp Viſit 
which ſhe paid to the "handſome Hermit, in Company 
with her Brother's Miſtreſs, the diſconſolate Charlotte; 
and the Effects which his virtuous Deportment had upon 

| her; of her ſincere Repentance for her paſt Follies, and 
her earnelt Solicitations to be freed row. | the Power of 
her licentious Lover. | 

| | V. To 


| 1 againſt the Pleaſures of a rural Lite; then 
| a her Brother as an Infidel; and giving her aa 
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V. To the fame, giving her an Account of Charlotte's 
ſincere Repentance, and her Uncle's Reception of her 
into his Favour and Protection thereupon. In the Con- 
cluſion ſhe gives her a Continuation of her Conference 
with the handſome Hermit, who foretels his approach- 
ing Fate, and endeavours to convince her, that the Hopes 
ot Chriſtianity are no Deluſions. | 

VI. To the ſame, relating the Death of Philocles, the 
handſome Hermit, according to his own Prediction; and 
of the important Effects of it, viz, her abſolute Conver- 
ſion from her former Infidelity, and her firm Belief of a 

_ Lite everlaſting. ef et ES 
AMORET To CORISCA. A poetical Epiſtle from the 

internal Regions, to convince the fair licentious Unbe- 

liever of the Certainty of a future State, and to forewarn 

Her of the Torments prepared for thoſe who die without 

a zucete Contrition and Sorrow for their Sins. | 
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